




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Все книги автора
Эта же книга в других форматах

Приятного чтения!








Ron Taylor



Do me, Daddy!





CHAPTER ONE


When the doorbell rang, I was stretched out by the pool wearing sunglasses and tanning oil.
"Oh, fuck!" I griped, reaching for the strip of scarfing that makes a nice, slinky wraparound dress when tied in place. I tied it in place and stomped through the house to answer the door, not appreciating the interruption at all.
My head was on the verge of splitting. Mom was away for a day or two, and I'd spent last evening drinking her vodka and playing with my pussy. It was okay at the time, but I was paying for it now, and I was ready to bite the head off whoever had come around to bother me.
I opened the door, snarl in place, and looked way, way up into a man's face.
"Uncle Roy!" I hollered, forgetting all about being hung over and in a bitchy mood. He smiled and I threw myself on him for a big hello kiss. He put his hands on my waist and lifted me right off the floor.
"You've grown up a little bit, Jenni," he said, stepping back to take a look at me. I did a modelly turnaround to let him see just how much. My body was greasy from the suntan lotion and the scarf-dress showed the definite outlines of everything I had, but I didn't mind Uncle Roy looking at me. In fact, I was really proud of the way my tits stood out, nipples hard and thrusting, and there was nothing wrong with the smooth flow of my waist and ass and legs, either. I was a big girl now, and I enjoyed having men look at me. Especially men like Uncle Roy. God, he was such a gorgeous hunk of male!
He isn't really my uncle. It's just an honorary title. When I was younger, he was like part of the family, but he moved out to the West Coast six or seven years ago and I hadn't seen him in all that time. But he was just as I remembered, big, nearly as blond as I am, and so Goddamned good-looking he could chase Robert Redford out of the movies. He smelled nice, too. I noticed that when I kissed him, and I liked it.
Uncle Roy went to college with Mom and Daddy, though he's a couple of years older than they are. He's about forty, I guess, but he doesn't look it. And he hasn't gotten fat and bald, like Daddy, which was something else I liked.
"Is your mother home?" he asked, interrupting my head-to-toe survey of him. I shook my head no, adding that she'd left yesterday and wouldn't be back before this evening or maybe tomorrow morning. He looked disappointed, and he sighed. Back in the old days, when they were all in college, he and Mom were pretty close. That was something I'd picked up eavesdropping on the fights that went on before Daddy moved out.
"I'm in New York now," he added. "Permanently. California became just too much for me to handle. It's an insane place." I nodded in agreement, but I'd never been out on the Coast and I didn't know if he was telling me the truth or not. But men smile when you agree with them, and I like to see men smile. "I was just on my way back from a conference in Chicago," he went on, still smiling, "and I thought I'd drop in to see how you were getting along."
Where were my manners? We were still standing in the doorway!
"Come on in," I told him. "We'll go out by the pool and I'll fix you a cold drink. Isn't it hot today?"
I led the way, very conscious of how my scarf-dress clung to the oiled curves of my body. Uncle Roy's eyes were bright-blue, bluer than mine even, and unless they were in bad shape he couldn't help noticing that all I wore under the dress was me. I looked down as we walked and noticed for my own part that the moist slickness of my tits had made the material almost transparent there, that my nipples were quite visible through the soaked scarfing. Nice. They were two of my best features.
Vodka and tonic was his drink and it sat right with me, too. We sat under a shady umbrella sipping and talking, and it was nice to hear a male voice on the premises again. He clucked sympathetically when I gave him an abridged account of Mom and Daddy's marital troubles, ending with the divorce and Daddy's abrupt removal to Australia, and he was full of questions about Mom and how she was taking it. It was no dummy – I could see that he was quite interested in my mother, and I wondered just how close they'd been in the past. As I chatted with him, I found myself very curious. Had he ever fucked Mom? Three to one he had. Daddy had implied as much during the last big fights, but Mom had never dignified the accusations with answers.
What kind of a lay was he? I wondered about that, too. Didn't his age put him over the hill, sexually speaking? I mean, how could a forty-year-old man compete with a horny young boy? Of course, Uncle Roy didn't look over the hill in any sense.
"Are you going to school here?"
"School's out," I reminded him. "I was going to a girls' school in Kentucky but I got kicked out." For having a boy in my dorm room. Thank God the proctor didn't catch us screwing. We were fully dressed, and getting into some preliminary petting when she nabbed us. Otherwise they'd probably have branded me with a scarlet A as well as kicked my ass out.
"Some schools have absolutely archaic regulations. Just like the Dark Ages or something."
His glass was empty, so I poured him a refill. It was mostly vodka, the way I like vodka and tonic.
My glass was empty, too, but the first drink had set my tummy fluttering and I didn't need a second right now. Instead I stood up, stretching like a lithe young cat, which is a good description of me. I'm almost five feet six, honey blonde above and below, with long legs and arms that know how to stretch and wrap. Mom keeps telling her friends that I'm going to be a real fox when I grow up, but at almost-fifteen I think I'm doing pretty Goddamned good.
"It's so hot," I said, and it was. "Would you mind if I went in for a swim, Uncle Roy?"
He shook his head with a smile.
"Why don't we both dive in?" I suggested, toying with the fold of my scarf-dress. He grinned and shook his head again.
"I don't have a suit," he apologized.
"Neither do I," I confessed, undoing the knot. The long, slinky scarf dropped to the tiles and I stood there, naked. Uncle Roy looked as if his eyes were going to explode out of his head, and I saw him swallow very hard.
"Swimsuits are so archaic," I added, strutting to the edge of the pool. My ass twitched as I walked, but it always does, and I could feel his eyes fixed upon me all the way.
I stood there for a moment, basking in the warmth of the Ohio sun, and then I dived in.
I showed off for him in the water. I'm a good swimmer and I did a lot of aqua tricks, and I made sure that he got an eyeful of tit and ass and pussy besides. From the pool I could see him in his chair, his eyes intently watching me over the rim of his glass. Score two points for Jenni.
Finally I climbed out of the pool and stood on the tiled edge, drying myself with a towel. I felt good after my swim, no hornier than usual, and the cuddly soft-rough of the towel was so invigorating on my skin that I really got into drying off. If Uncle Roy hadn't been there, I'd probably have lain down on the tiles and finger-fucked myself to a come, just because it felt good, but that would have been carrying things too far. Teasing him was all I had in mind, teasing him because we were alone and because I knew I could do it and because it was such a neat idea.
I looked at him from the corner of my eyes to see how he was taking it, and I nearly fell into the pool. It was working like crazy.
Uncle Roy had taken off his jacket when we came outside, and he was sitting there in his shirt sleeves, his legs crossed. But his pants were fashionably snug-fitting and even crossed legs couldn't disguise the fact he was excited. The front of his trousers was tented with what looked like an incredible hard-on, and I knew that I had caused it.
He looked embarrassed, especially when he saw I was looking at his crotch, and he reached for his jacket, draping it over his lap. That big lump of cock was still there, though, and I knew it and he knew it.
I dropped the towel and went towards him. Honest to God, I hadn't even dreamed of giving him anything more than some sneaky peeks until I saw what a roaring hard-on he'd gotten.
"Jenni," he said in a tight little voice as I dropped to my knees beside him. I was still naked, with beads of water in my hair. My nipples were as stiff as his cock was and I could feel my heart thumping a little too fast. Before he could stop me, I pulled the jacket off his lap and planted my hand on the rod tenting out his pants.
"Stop that!" he said.
I rubbed the length of his boner with my palm. God, his cock was so big and so hard! Something in my brain told me I'd die on the spot if I didn't get a look at his prick, so I unzipped his pants and stuck my hand inside. He groaned as my fingers touched his shorts, and then I was past the briefs, holding the hot, hard cock of my honorary uncle.
"Jenni," he said again, "this is ridiculous. Stop it at once." But he didn't really sound serious about it, not with that hoarse choke in his voice, not the way his prick kept getting harder when my hand locked and unlocked on it. "This isn't happening," he said to no one in particular. "My God, I've known you since you were a baby."
Instead of talking, I wriggled around with my fingers till I'd dragged his cock through his undone zipper and it was sticking out into the naked light of day.
Where it was created to stick out. The gorgeous size and shape of his prick took away my breath for a moment, and I could only pet his rod with my hands while I sighed in delight. Nature had been good to Uncle Roy, from where I knelt, at least. His cock was the biggest, most beautiful I'd ever seen. Eight inches in length, easy, with curling gold hairs thick around the base. Its color was a glowing, healthy flesh-tone except for the knobby tip, which was vividly purplish and looked like a rare flower about to blossom. As I handled his dick, I realized that so far I'd only seen boys' cocks – this tool belonged to a man!
Now there was no turning back. I'd always thought Uncle Roy was attractive – now I knew that he was beautiful and that I had to fuck him. If Mom ever found out about this, she'd shit, but I didn't plan to tell her. And even if Uncle Roy did, getting screwed by a cock like this would be worth catching hell for.
I looked into his face. He was ashy-white, his eyes dilated. It seemed as if his strong, assured manhood had suddenly deserted him. But that couldn't be. The portion of his manhood resting in my hot little fingers was definitely up to snuff.
"I'm going to suck your cock, Uncle Roy," I told him then.
"No – you can't…"
"I made it hard, so I think I'm entitled," and with that I pressed my lips to the swelling bulge of his prick-head. Uncle Roy groaned but he didn't tell me to stop.
I kissed my way up and down the exposed part of his dick, dwelling a long time on the flaring edges of his big knob. My fingers stole into his shorts to fickle the oversized balls. His eggs rolled inside their wrinkled sac and I felt his rod get even harder between my lips. Oh, this was no way to go about a blow-job! I needed to have all of his cock and balls where I could get at them!
"Stand up!" I commanded, still playing with his tool. When his ass touched the chair again, it was bare, and so was Uncle Roy from the waist down.
His crotch hair was a burnt-gold color, thick and soft. From its foresty mat his dick rose up stiff and fierce, the big balls dangling below. I took a gentle handful of his nuts, squeezing tenderly just to hear him moan, and I opened my mouth as wide as I could to suck his cock in.
I don't know what Uncle Roy was thinking. He looked vaguely uncomfortable until his cock touched my tongue and my lips shut tightly on it, and then his expression changed. His eyes got interested and he began to snort like a bull. No man can resist a good blow-job.
And he knew he was getting one when his cock sank deep into my mouth. I sucked and swallowed and he plunged forward, till my throat was full of his knob and my lower lip was almost touching his balls. Maybe I'd been playing little-girl tease games with him up to now, but this was definitely big-girl cock-sucking.
He grabbed my head and tried to fuck some more of his prick into my mouth, but there wasn't a lot more to give me. That last half-inch of dick went inside, my lips began to nuzzle his balls, a crotch hair curled into my left nostril, and I began to suck my new toy for all it was worth.
My aching lungs finally told me it was time to breathe, so I forced my head upward. His wet, glistening meat emerged as my face lifted and I stroked the prick-shaft up and down with my fingers while I sucked curiously on his knob. My teeth prevented the cock-tip from slipping out of my mouth and I rimmed it with flashing, darting tongue-strokes as I gave it the lollipop treatment. In two years of cock-sucking experience this was the biggest and tastiest dong I'd ever had in my mouth and I felt myself becoming addicted.
The blow-job was having its effect on Uncle Roy, too. When I opened my teeth and let all his cock stand up free and bare, he gave my head a reassuring pat and there was a pleased smile on his face.
His cock was dripping with my spit and I could swear that it was smiling, too. I wrapped my hand around the shaft and licked away my drool, then began to work his rod slowly, slowly, with my fist. Uncle Roy's ass moved in counterpoint to my easy jerking and I saw a tiny bubble of pre-cum appear in the piss-slit. With my tongue I licked it away, tickling his sensitive cum-hole, and for the most hideous single moment I was afraid that he was going to squirt out his load right now. His dick went steely hot in my hand and his stomach pulled in and I thought, He's going to come too soon!
And then his belly pushed out and his sigh of relief was even louder than my own. Our eyes met and both of us smiled. He'd gotten himself under control.
But it was no time to be taking unnecessary chances. I gave his prick a couple of happy strokes, then fed it back into my mouth. When he came, I wanted his jizz to be inside me, where I could feel it, taste it, drink it down like wine.
If anything, his prick seemed to be even bigger the second time I began to deep-throat him. My gullet strained to accept his meat but accept it I did, washing his cock with my drool from base to tip. And my jaws worked like pistons to suck Uncle Roy's tool, pressuring and relaxing, then pressuring again with renewed insistence.
My head began to rise and fall on him, that big pecker of his filling my mouth so wonderfully as I mouth-fucked it ever faster. It had been years since I'd seen Uncle Roy, but I think I'd had a crush on him since I was big enough to walk, and as I ate his peter, it seemed that this was the end to which my life had been designed.
He liked it, too. His fingers dug into my temples and he began to move with me, till, before either of us knew it, the situation had completely reversed. I wasn't sucking Uncle Roy's cock any longer – he was fucking my mouth. My head remained in one place, braced by his big strong hands, and his cock rammed in and out to stuff my throat full. We'd begun with games, moved into seduction, and we'd arrived at good, driving sex, the best I'd yet found in two years of looking.
He screwed my mouth as if it were my cunt, and I loved it, using my tongue and lips and cheeks to fondle his tool while he pronged my throat. Uncle Roy was moving faster than I was accustomed to, but it was a speed I was learning to love. The come-frenzy was on him, and down between my bare legs I could feel my snatch getting red-hot, too. If he'd touched the lips of my pussy right then, I'd have screamed and exploded, but in our positions he couldn't reach my cunt, and so I had to do it for myself.
Or at least I started to; I moved a hand downward to begin diddling myself, but before I could get there, stars went off inside my brain and ripples of delight shuddered in my pussy. I moaned out my come, the cries muffled and deadened by the size of the fuck-stick that clogged my mouth, and when I did touch my cunt, I found it dripping with juice. The twat-lips were slick and wet and my finger jabbed between them, stabbing deep inside my hole like a tiny, thin cock.
Uncle Roy must have felt the change in my body as I climaxed. Certainly he was aware of the slobbering cries I whimpered around his pulsing cock. I heard him grunt, as though from very far away, and suddenly just the tip of his cock was inside my lips, where I sucked it like a fifty-dollar whore.
I opened my eyes and saw that he'd grabbed the exposed part of his rod with his big fist. His hand began to jerk up and down, bumping my mouth every time it came up, as he shucked toward a come of his own. I could feel his dick swelling and hardening even more insistently, and my tongue rolled and fluttered on the portion of his tool trapped in my mouth.
And then the blossoming of his cock-head, the enormous ballooning and shuddering told me that he was coming, too. I closed my eyes and opened my throat, ready for anything he could give me.
His wad came in tremendous spurts, thick and tasty, boiling out of his dick and into my mouth. Big gobs, hot gobs, flavored salty-sweet and slightly metallic, Uncle Roy's jism flooded me. My cheeks puffed out, suddenly full of his cum, and the sticky sperm rolled in my mouth like an ocean wave. I held his cock-head desperately, locking my teeth behind the knob, taking each fresh spurt of his fuck-juice.
God, the first eruption nearly choked me where I knelt! His jizz tasted so good I didn't ever want to swallow it.
But swallow I had to, for the pressure of my constricted throat was like a huge lump inside me. And Uncle Roy had plenty of hot cock-cream to feed me, too. It seemed as if I'd tapped his sperm, that he'd never be able to stop shooting into my wide-open throat. And as long as he could squirt, I could suck and drink, so suck and drink I did until his prick slowly deflated and stop spurting his tasty spunk.
My own come ebbed as his did and, though it wasn't the best orgasm I'd ever had, I had never creamed spontaneously while sucking cock before, so it was a milestone in its own way. Obviously this was something I'd like to do again, and very, very soon.
I let his limp rod slide from my cummy lips and I raised my head slowly, dabbing with my fingers at the cock-cream which oozed from the corners of my mouth. Swallow as hard as I could, there had still been a surplus flow which my throat couldn't work fast enough to accommodate.
Warm and comfy, I wanted to pull him onto the tiles with me, to have him lie at my side, cuddling me, his hands gently stroking and petting me till both of us were ready to go around one more time. I pulled on his hands, making little mewing purrs of invitation, but as I looked at his face, I saw his expression change rapidly. Where one moment he was smiling dreamily in that particularly male post-orgasmic blissfulness, the next his face was twisted and horrified.
"What's wrong?" I asked. "Is something the matter?"
He said, "My God, Jenni – what have I done?" and his voice was incredulous, as if he'd just awakened from a bad dream.
For answer I put my hand on his limp cock, squeezing it in the friendliest fashion I could. "You [missing text]."
"I didn't do anything," I said. "You didn't have to do anything."
He pushed my hand from his tool and reached quickly for his shorts. I leaned back while he pulled them into place and, much as I hated to see his dick covered up, I could console myself with the lovely memory of it.
"This is ridiculous," he said. "Absolutely ridiculous." I didn't think it was, but he was talking and I let him go on. "My God, Jennifer – I've known you since you were a baby. I went to see you in the hospital just after you were born. I was a grown man then. What in the name of God did I do?"
I stood up and did a slow turn before him, displaying my body. "For one thing," I said, "I'm not a child, Uncle Roy. I've been a big girl for a couple of years. And if I hadn't wanted to suck you off, I wouldn't have sucked you off."
"What am I going to tell your mother?" he said morosely.
"What does she have to do with it?"
He sighed. "That's neither here nor there. Would you hand me my pants?" I stooped to pick them up, giving him a good shot of the way my pointed tits bobbled enticingly, but instead of handing him his trousers I tossed them into the pool. He groaned. The expression of his face made me laugh in delight, so I picked up his jacket and threw it in as well. His face went scarlet red. He was angry now, and he stood up, clenching his fists. I did a scampering dance around him, evading the reach of his hands, taunting him with little cries of scorn, and then I ran towards the house. He stood a moment, looking first at his floating clothes and then at me, and then he broke into a run in pursuit of me.
I pulled the door shut behind me, blocking his path for an instant, and while he struggled with the handle I raced up the stain, still laughing my head off. It was like a game of tag. I heard his footsteps at the bottom of the staircase just as I scampered into my bedroom and threw myself onto the bed. Not even the pillow over my face could mask the hysterical pitch of my laughter. His face, when I'd dunked his clothes, was the funniest thing I'd ever seen, and I couldn't forget it for even a moment.
Uncle Roy must have trailed me by the sound of my laughing. The pillow was rudely jerked away from my face and I found myself looking up into his face. Brushing my hair back I kept laughing like a demented hyena, and it seemed to me that I was almost a little girl again, playful and childish.
Only when my throat ached did I quit laughing, and I lay panting and heaving, still looking up at him. Now he wasn't quite so red-faced. His lips were slightly parted, as if he meant to speak, but no words came out. I picked myself up, onto my knees, and we were only inches apart. I could hear his raspy breath, nearly as loud as my own.
Which of us moved first? I don't know, and I don't care. It seemed that my arms lifted and reached for him just as his snaked out to encircle me. We moved together, our mouths brushing warm and wet, and then I was being pulled fiercely to his chest. I opened my mouth and let his tongue invade mine, probing and exploring the damp recesses. In another moment we were lying side by side on the bed, one of his hands cupping the swell of my hip, the other just beginning to pet the contour of a tit.
"Make me feel good, Uncle Roy," I whispered, giving him the reins.



CHAPTER TWO


And he took them.
His mouth covered mine, tongue jabbing inside with a fierceness that made me shiver, and I wrapped him around with one of my bare legs, tying myself to his body in a knot I never wanted undone. My cunt rubbed back and forth across the front of his shorts and I felt his cock stir to renewed life inside. I could feel the heat through the fabric of his underwear and it made me ache to see and touch his bare, throbbing tool just one more time.
But that wasn't up to me, it seemed. Roy – it seemed silly to be thinking of him still as "Uncle Roy" – forced me onto my back and he stretched his long body atop mine. One of his legs jammed between mine and the skin of his thigh massaged my pussy till I was itching wet and ready for screwing.
He lifted his face from mine, tongue slipping out to give my lips and chin a doggie-bath. It was soft and wet and just a bit raspy, and when he used its tip to tickle the edges of my mouth, I couldn't keep from moaning.
"It feels so good," I sighed, my arms around his neck. "Don't stop, please don't stop!"
Stop he did. His tongue left my mouth and began to trace a damp line down my neck, onto the curves of my boobs. My titties are small, shaped like little cupcakes, pointy at the ends. Sometimes I wish they were big and bouncy like Mom's but you can't have everything. Roy's mouth dropped onto the left tit, and it seemed to fit him perfectly. His teeth clenched slightly, digging into my tender flesh, and I sighed, making my tits rise a little, pushing them all the more into his mouth.
He held them firmly, chewing in a manner that had me scratching and clawing the bedspread, and his tongue flicked back and forth across the increasingly stiffened nipple, maddening it, making it thrust out ever farther, ever harder. When he had my nipple hard and my tit-flesh aching, he drew his mouth back and began to roll my pap between his tightened lips. At the same time his hand fondled my other tit, keeping it in a state of excitement as I waited for him to suck it, too.
It was like my wildest dream come true. All my sex experience had been with boys, my own age or a little older. Sure, it was fun, and I'd learned a lot, but all those boys had been interested in was getting a hard-on, shoving it into me, cunt or mouth, and humping and pumping till they'd squirted out their load. I liked it, in a way. There's nothing like the feeling of a good, hard cock wedged in your pussy or lying hot and throbbing on your tongue, unless it's the blasting shudder when that same cock suddenly bursts apart and floods you with a river of cum.
But I'd read books, and I'd talked to other girls, and I knew there was more to sex than being a receptacle for some guy's jism. What about me? I had orgasms when I fucked, but I had better orgasms when I played with my snatch. Wasn't I entitled to more comfort than that?
By God, I was getting it now!
The action of Roy's mouth on my tit made me so damp in the crotch I wondered for a moment if I'd pissed myself in excitement. While he sucked my boobs, I slid a finger down to my gash and sopped up some of the drippings. It wasn't piss – it was only my joy-juice seeping out of my cunt more profusely than it ever had before.
And still he mouthed my nipples, his head shifting from tit to tit as the notion struck him. I could see his gentle teeth marks in my flesh, little indentations around the pale pink of my areolas, and there was a lonesome, hungry want in my cunt, a void that needed filling.
"Roy," I purred, silky-voiced, silky-bodied, "don't you want to fuck me now?"
He didn't answer. He made a half-turn on the bed and his mouth left my titties, moving down my tummy in little nips and bites that made me ache in response. For a moment his tongue prodded into my navel, then licked an endless circle around the rim, and I thought I'd come right then.
But I didn't. At least, not a big, shattering come. My pussy got warmer and tingled, and I felt a little shudder of excitement around my clit, but it was just the kind of good feeling a girl gets when she washes her crotch a little too vigorously in the tub. There was plenty more.
Uncle Roy touched my cunt with his fingers, tracing the tight, narrow line of my slit. I don't have much of a beaver, and most of it is a very pale blonde, so he didn't have any trouble seeing the pink line of my gash. His hand moved up and down, tickling my snatch till I opened my legs wide, and then he slid a finger inside my open split. When he touched my slick, rosy gash, I wanted to scream. The rasp of his stubby fingernail sent me into a whining mingle of pain and pleasure, and when he poked at the nub of my. My ass bounced high and I didn't know whether I wanted him to let my clitty alone or pinch it till it turned blue.
He pushed my ass down onto the bed again and he spread my thighs a little wider than I found comfortable. I whined at him to go easier but I don't think he heard me. Keeping my cunt split with his fingers, Roy moved his head into it, that tongue of his thrust out like a big red cock.
I felt it brush my gash the same way it had sloshed my face and I knew I was in for a fantastic cunt-lapping. My hands moved of their own will to grab his head and pull him into my twat, and Roy rolled with the command. His tongue seemed to be as long and as limber as his cock. It speared its way between my cunt-lips, into my hole, and a hell of a distance up inside. And when he got his tongue into my cunt, he wasn't content merely to leave it there. He used it like a prick, reaming my cuntal sheath fore and aft, making my pussy, if anything, wetter than it already was. He must have slurped up a gallon of Jenni-cream as he licked my snatch, but if it bothered him, he didn't mention it.
Once upon a time I'd thought only girls knew how to eat pussy as well as Roy was eating mine. Or at least that's what a girl friend used to assure me while she took a breather between munches at my muff. At the time I thought she was right, because none of the boys who'd sucked my snatch had ever done as well as she could. Now I was beginning to rethink that position.
By the time he got around to nibbling my clit, I was beside myself with horniness. I wanted to do something – it seemed obscene and selfish for me to be lying here moaning while he did all the work – but there wasn't anything I could do. I tried to pull down his shorts, intending to suck his cock just a bit, but he was lying at the wrong angle. I could get his shorts down and I could touch his dick, but there was no way I could twist and stretch myself enough to get my mouth on it. So I settled for second best. Once I'd bared his ass, I began to lick and bite its hard muscular surface, my tongue drifting into the crack to make teasing inroads upon the tiny puckered hole of his bung and the base of his nuts.
That seemed to be a satisfactory substitute. Roy's mouth went on overtime when I started kissing his ass, and his tongue flogged my clit with ever more rapid strokes. Good was good, I thought, and I squeezed up a big handful of his cock, at the same time trying to work my tongue into his asshole. He was a very clean man, and I got only the faintest, slightly tantalizing taste of shit as I sucked at his butthole. The flavor seemed to stick to my tongue, spurring me to prong him all the harder. Roy's butt twitched at each tongue-swipe and I knew, from that and from the mumbled encouragements he whispered into my muff, that he was enjoying the receipt as much as I grooved on the delivery.
He was rubbing his lower front teeth across the stub of my clitoris when I couldn't take it any longer. My head felt chilled, from crown to chin, and my eyes swam deliriously, and my pussy began to throb uncontrollably. I must have pumped his mouth full of my twat-cream, and I heard him slurping as I jerked and writhed into his face.
My hands and face fell away from his ass – I didn't have enough concentration to continue. Roy rose to his knees beside me then, his fingers slowly unbuttoning his shirt. He looked like movie film projected at two frames per second – jerk-jerk-jerk – from one motion to another, or was it that my own system had slowed down to a crawl as my hips convulsed in orgasm?
"Hurry," I said, astonished at how slowly I spoke the word, as if it had five separate syllables, one for each letter. He smiled down at me, throwing aside his shirt. I watched it flutter through the air, and when I looked back at him, he was completing the task of removing his shorts. I'd pulled them down far enough to let his cock spring free and his ass-cheeks shine.
But seeing him naked, then, to see all of his body, threatened to cap the whole affair. Uncle Roy was, quite simply, all man. He was broad-shouldered, narrow-hipped, and there wasn't an iota of wastage or flab on him. Anywhere. Least of all in the big cock that rose stiff and fierce as a red dragon from its curly mat of crotch hair. I saw him take that cock in his hand and I sucked in my breath, tasting its cummy hardness once again in my mouth.
"Are you going to fuck me now, Roy?" I asked, my voice strangely distant.
He flushed, as if he had suddenly grown angry, but it was only the pressure of the lust boiling inside him.
"I'm going tofuck you!!" he bellowed in reply, and, still holding his cock firmly, he threw himself upon me.
I screamed and my knees came up. Roy's body pressed down upon mine, crushing the breath out of me for a second, and he was struggling to get his cock into my uplifted snatch.
"Oh, Christ!" I whined, shifting my ass on the bed to help him shove his cock inside. My legs shot into the air, toes kicking towards the ceiling, and now I was as exposed as I could ever be, the red mouth of my snatch splayed wide for his hard prick.
He got the tip of his rod against my cunt-lips and he began to push. When I felt my labes part and let his knob work between them, it seemed that I went blind for a quick moment. My eyes were as open as my twat, but they couldn't see a Goddamned thing, not even his gorgeous face hovering only inches from mine. There seemed to be an enormous lump forming in my throat, spreading as if it wanted to fill every empty space inside my body.
God, his cock had been big in my mouth, but now, in my cunt – it was enormous! I'd never been fucked by a boy as massively hung as Roy was, and for a sickening instant I wondered if I hadn't overreached myself. Was his cock too big? Would he tear out my guts if he ever got that dong all the way inside my cunt? I'd talked a big fuck to him, when I was putting on the make, but now when the chips were down, could my pussy match my mouth?
He felt my tightness. And he hesitated. With just the head of his dick holding my snatch open, Roy paused as if he were weighing the alternatives. I knew what he must have been thinking. I was wet, I was hot, I'd already come once into his sucking mouth. And still it seemed that he was too large in the peter department for us to share a good fuck.
Make no mistake. Uncle Roy had been shy and slow about getting down to it, but right now he had a definite case of the hot and hornies for me. The taste of my cunt juice had obviously removed any trace of doubt about my status as an available piece, and my legs were up to receive him willingly.
He struggled with me, a froth of spittle showing between his clenched lips, arid I wiggled, hoping that would splay my cunt helpfully. His prick stabbed forward, sliding into my cunt-hole just a bit deeper. Now most of his knob was firmly imbedded, and I felt as if he were ripping me apart.
My pussy was already stretched so wide that the effort made tears well up in my eyes, but something just as wet was dripping out my slit, too, and in another moment Roy's cock had begun to feel like a welcome visitor. He let his cock soak in my juices and then pushed again, a bit deeper, and I found out just how elastic my cunt really is. I could feel each vein that throbbed in the head of his dick as it slid farther into my twat, and there was a rushing in my ears from the excitement of knowing that we really could fuck after all.
My cunt-lips yielded without tearing. They spread gracefully for his cock and my clitty began to ring and throb passionately. Little spurts of pleasure fluttered like dart wounds in my brain and I knew that this screw was going to be better than good.
"You're tight," he panted. "Tight and hot."
"So use me," I whispered in reply. "That's what it's for."
My wish was his command. Uncle Roy pushed and my eyes rolled in their sockets and I thought I was coming again. My thighs rubbed his flanks as he moved assuredly, and I put my arms around him, discovering that he was as sweat-drippy as I was, his body as warm and tingly.
More of his prick slid up my cunt-hole. My heels were already in the air and I strained every muscle in my body to lift them even higher. But higher they went, and more of my cunt opened for him. We were getting to the hard part now. Almost half of his dick was in my snatch, and it seemed that, try as we might, he couldn't jam in another inch of his meat. I strained and grunted, and so did Roy, him pushing, me pulling, and still that pecker of his refused to budge. The lips of my twat were split to their widest, it appeared, and their widest wasn't wide enough.
"I don't think we can do it," he told me.
"You're too small."
"Like hell," I shot back, and I tied my legs in a knot around his body. With the leverage that gave me I began to pull myself onto his cock, moaning against the tight snugness which kept us from really getting together. It was ridiculous, I thought, trying to ignore the agony I felt. I'd taken him all the way into my mouth and the big apple knob of his dick had jingled against my voice box while I sucked him off. Sure, his cock was bigger than anything that had ever been up my snatch before, but both of us wanted his cock to be there and I could see no reason why it shouldn't be there.
Uncle Roy pushed, too, fighting as hard as I was fighting, shoving at me with his big cock, and I saw the sweat roll out in big bubbles through the pores on his upper lip. His mouth was set in a grimace and I wondered if he hurt as much as I did. But how could he? It wasn't him that was being torn apart.
Shit! I didn't care if it tore me apart! Even if it ripped my pussy into bloody shreds, I wanted his cock in me, up my cunt, fucking me to hell and back! I closed my eyes and tightened the grip of my legs and arms on him. Even if it killed me, I had to have his cock. Now!
And then I had him, his prick shoved into me balls deep as I screamed in sudden pain. My cunt felt as if it were afire, but he and I were belly to belly and his balls rocked upon my ass-cleft as we tried out our fit. Roy gave me a prod then, wiggling his cock inside my tight hole as if he wished to let me know that it was finally there. I think that was the moment I truly became a woman, having that huge dong of his stuffed all the way up my cunt, touching me where I lived.
Neither of us could speak as he lay quivering upon me. I held him desperately, never wanting to let go of this moment of beauty and love, and I didn't care if my cunt had been permanently ruined by his invading cock. Anyway, the pain was lessening with each second we clung together, and I was growing more convinced that he hadn't hurt me at all.
When he pulled back to begin fucking, though, I felt a sharp sting of hurt, and the sensible part of me, the part I try to keep repressed, told me to freeze up, to spare myself the woe of being pronged again. I told the sensible part of me to get fucked, which is what the impulsive portion of Jenni Wexford was about to do.
Uncle Roy stabbed home, filling my cunt up again, seeming to lift me right, off the bed with the force of his lunge. I whooped out loud and locked my legs in a hold that would require a mechanic to undo. We were sailing clear and easy now, my cunt opening to let his prick in, springing back elastically as he pulled away, and the two of us came together with the musical sweetness of squishes and crotch-thwacks. The bed was solid beneath us, but soft, too, a perfect mattress for a dreamy fuck, and if this wasn't dreamy, then I didn't know anything about fucking. Each time that long pole slammed into me, my cunt grew more mature, more knowledgeable, not to mention WET and HOT, and pretty soon the tracks were superbly greased for both our pleasure.
The best part of all was the way his knob bumped the end of my cunt on the deepest strokes. I'd never felt that before, though I knew girls who had, and it was just as exciting as they'd promised me it would be. When I felt his rapping knock at the end of my snatch, nervous shock waves twittered all the way from my pussy-lips to the top of my skull and back again. My whole body tingled with little needles of quivery sensation everywhere Roy and I came into contact. This settled it, I reminded myself. I'd forget about chasing boys. Men had so much more to offer.
This man was offering me a hell of a lot, and the best was that he could deliver it. I had no comparison to make, for no one had ever fucked me like this before. His body was on mine, but not crushing me the way an inexperienced boy nearly always does an inexperienced girl. His elbows and knees held most of his weight, letting me breathe freely and savor the joy of touching and being touched. We could kiss, too, while we balled, and I liked that because it let me tongue-fuck his mouth while he cock-fucked my cunt.
I played with that gimmick for a little while, stabbing him every time he stabbed me, but Roy was in a dominant mood it seemed, and before I knew it his tongue had gone upon the attack, forcing mine back into my mouth, following it swiftly. His big pink tongue thrust into my mouth and I began to suck it lovingly, just as lovingly as I'd sucked his big pink cock down by the pool. So he was giving me a double-fucking, cunt and mouth. If I'd thought of it at the time, I'd have asked him to ram his finger up my ass and get me in three holes at once. I really loved him.
I heard the phone ring downstairs and I cursed silently. There was no way I was going to uncunt Roy and run to answer it. His ears perked when he heard the bell going off, but I just shook my head. "Fuck it," I said. "And me, too, while you're at it."
He did precisely that. His fast cock-strokes didn't let up for a second, and I knew how a sidewalk must feel when it's being jackhammered by the road crew. My cunt ached from the size of the meal he was feeding it, but, glutton that I am, I pussied up all he could give and rubbed his tool up and down with clever little cunt squeezes in the hope that he might find just a bit more meat to shove into me.
I didn't realize how much we were moving around on the bed till my head slipped over the edge and hung upside down while Roy kept ramming my snatch full of his prick. His head moved with mine, and it seemed that his tongue was as far into my throat as his dick had been. Blood rushed to my temples and I had only begun to notice how uncomfortable this new position was when I was socked in the gut by an orgasm.
It was a big orgasm, unimaginably big. Two or three large economy-size comes must have combined together to make it. I couldn't breathe, couldn't see, couldn't even moan out my joy. The room seemed upside down, then right side up, then upside down all over again. Uncle Roy gave me a quick pull that jerked me back up onto the bed, and he was still balling me. The heels of my feet rapped and danced on the flatness of his ass and the muscles of my twat began to milk his reaming cock.
His body seemed transformed into steel as I clutched it with my clawing fingers and scissoring legs. My nails scraped him, but it was like scraping a piece of iron. I could feel his knotty muscles, standing out like thick cords on his broad back, and the pace of his fucking doubled up. Our mouths weren't touching now, thank God, for my teeth were chattering and I'd surely have bitten his tongue in two.
Comes are all different. Sometimes they're warm and wet, friendly, even. Those are nice, and I can get them most of the time with very little effort, say by rubbing my thighs together in a certain way. Other times my orgasms are like firecrackers going off, a whole string of them, and, it feels like the Kentucky Derby is being run inside my cunt. Those are even nicer comes, and they don't happen very often. This orgasm was like the attack on Pearl Harbor, a real bomber.
I'd never come this way with a guy before, and it was like Columbus discovering America or Einstein discovering relativity. This morning I'd gotten out of bed assuming that I knew everything. I needed to know about fucking, and this afternoon I was finding out that I didn't, in the most exciting way possible. Roy was like a school for sex and I was a straight A student.
It was a minute or two before I noticed that he was still fucking me, that he hadn't gotten his rocks off yet. My eyes were rolling like dice on a table and my cunt made sucking noises as he stuffed me full of cock again and again.
I looked up into his strong, handsome face and saw what I was looking for. He was staring down at me but his eyes weren't focused. His lips were clenched and I could see his tongue lumping out one cheek. His face was a chalky white, and I could feel his meat beginning to swell massively inside my cunt. God, he was on the verge of blasting! And I knew that when he did, it would be an orgasm neither of us would soon forget.
It looked as if all the muscled of his face collapsed then, and that his features were turning into a jelly. Or maybe it was just my eyes malfunctioning. Remember, I was still climaxing myself, the prisoner of a delicious orgasm that promised to stay with me for the rest of my life. All I really knew was that his prick suddenly jabbed me long and deep, that it lunged hard into my cunt and stayed there, filling my tight hole with its ballooning length and thickness.
When I felt his cock explode, I realized that the super-groovy pitch of my creaming was nothing but a prelude. That big peter shook and burst inside me, boiling my guts with its hot scum, and I pulled myself up from the bed, wrapping him like a snake as I took the fuck-juice he offered. All I could think of was his big prick spraying the walls of my cunt with its sweet, tasty jizz, and I wondered how girls ever managed to enjoy fucking before the Pill was invented. He kept on shooting, gallons of cum at least, and I could feel trickles of it dripping from my hole as we clung and came together. He gave me enough goo to knock up a stageful of Miss Teenage America contestants but, thank God and the pharmaceutical industry, none of it fell on fertile ground. On the other hand, a fuck like this was worth a couple of pregnancies.
The muscles of my snatch milked his prick while it squirted, and I teased more and more of the steamy spunk from his balls. He must have been in sheer agony but he didn't show it. Instead he just kept that big peter shoved into my cunt until it quivered with dry heaves and began to wilt.
My pussy fought to keep his cock in place. The muscles contracted and rippled on his fuck-stick, coaxing it to remain hard, but nature is nature. His cock shrank and retreated down my cum-slick tunnel and slid out with a little popping squish that made me sigh in sorrow. And when his prick had left my cunt, the overflow of his jism rolled out like a tide, soaking my beaver and the insides of my thighs. I could feel it dripping, hot and wet and sticky, and I reached down to scoop it up in my hands.
It was a fragrant mess that I had on my fingers then, a combination of cunt and cock juice. Roy collapsed beside me on the bed, sighing heavily, and I gave him a big smile just before I scooped the gobs of our mixed cum into my mouth. I licked and sucked my fingers clean, and it was delicious.
"We make a good team," I smiled, fingering up some more of the spillage. "It tastes like gravy, our jisms. Here," and I offered it to him. He shook his head, giving me a funny look. I only shrugged. If it wasn't his trip, fine. But it was mine.
I put my fingers in my mouth again and sucked them lingeringly, pretending that it was really his cock in my mouth. But from the looks of his red, shrunken dick, he wouldn't have a hard-on again soon, and my fingers were a poor substitute in the long run.
"Next time," I said then, "let's try it with me on top. I think my ass is mattress-burned."
He took me by the shoulders and his face was more serious than I thought faces should or could be. "There's not going to be a next time," he said. "This is the most hideous moment of my life. If I had a gun, I think I'd kill myself right now."
"God help me, I let it become a game for me, too, and I did something I shouldn't have. All I want to do now is get cleaned up, into some fresh clothes, and out of here. I stopped in to visit your mother, but I don't think I could face Carrie now, not in a million years, not after this. I don't really think I'll be able to face myself in the morning."
What a bummer! I thought. We'd only fucked, but to hear him tell it, he was a prime candidate for the next Nuremberg trial session. Fucking wasn't a big deal – fucking the way he and I had fucked was a big deal, a good deal, too. I didn't feel guilty, but I wanted to have that dick of his inside my cunt again and soon.
"Shit," I pouted.
"Where can I wash up?" he asked, ignoring my sulk.
I pointed to the door of my bathroom.
"Shower's in there," I said. "Help yourself."
He went out. In a few moments I heard the sound of water running. Goddamned fucking shit! I thought angrily. There was a pack of cigarettes beside the room phone and I reached for it.
Just as my phone began to ring. It's on its own line, an unlisted number, too, so I was pretty sure who was calling. I lit the cigarette stuck between my lips and picked up the receiver. "Hi, Mom," I said.
When Roy came out of the bathroom, he was wearing his shirt and shorts again.
"Mom just called," I said. "Shell be home about eight-thirty this evening."
He colored when he heard it, and I wondered again just how much there had been to Daddy's accusations. How friendly had Mom and Roy ever gotten?
"She knows you're here," I added. "She wants to see you. Told me to tie you down if necessary."
The look of resignation on his face then was worth a hundred dollars cash.



CHAPTER THREE


I dressed and got Roy's suitcase from the back of his car, while he fished his soaked pants and jacket from the pool. Then he got into some dry clothes and I fixed us fresh drinks, intending to chat him up till he was recovered enough to get a nice hard-on and fuck me again.
He saw through me, of course. I figured that a recital of my sexual history might get him excited, so I began with a description of how the boy who took care of the riding stables at school had persuaded me and a friend to look at his prick and take turns sucking it. That was when we were twelve and impressionable. It didn't take the devious young bastard long to get us into the hay.
Roy listened, nodding seriously, and I thought I could see him turning on, but when he found a chance to speak, he asked me questions about the divorce, about how Mom and Daddy were before it happened, about how I felt. He sounded like a school psychologist pumping an unwary subject, but it wasn't the kind of pumping I had in mind.
So when I got the floor, I moved on to the next chapter in my life, a picnic for our school and the neighboring boys' academy which turned into an orgy in the bushes. That didn't face Roy. He listened to me talk, still nodding straight faced, and then he wanted to know how I thought about my father.
It hit me in a twinkling. He was leading up to what he figured would be a startling revelation to me – that I'd come on with him because I was lonely and had sexual feelings toward my Daddy. He was about to tell me that he represented a father figure in my subconscious and that was why I sucked and balled him.
That was horse-shit. I didn't have any sex feelings about Daddy. He was a pleasant man, fat and bald on top, and sometimes we could laugh together, and that was it, buddy. And anyway, he was in Australia now. The worst was, I didn't really miss him. I only saw him in the summers or on holidays, when I was home from one of the schools they were always sending me to. Daddy and I hardly knew one another, though we did manage to have a little fun together.
I gave Uncle Roy a smug grin that was intended to let him know I was in on his scheme, and as soon as I got the chance to speak I told him about Kendy, my roomie last year at school. She's the one who used to lick my cunt. I enjoyed eating her snatch, too, but not as much as she liked to get her hands and mouth on me. She was from somewhere in New York state, up along the Hudson, very sophisticated, very cute, with the makings of a first-class lesbian. Oh, she'd screw guys sometimes, for kicks or just to be bitchy, but most of her interests revolved around pussies, and mine in particular. She seduced me the first night we shared a room, and I described it to the Uncle Roy in vivid detail, the way she'd crawled into bed with me, all teary-eyed about being away from home and soooo lonely. And before I knew it she had my nightie pulled up and her finger in my crack.
Her mouth soon replaced her finger and she was sucking cunt-honey out of my gash by the gallon. I'd had my cunt licked and sucked by guys, by that time, but never so sweetly as Kendy managed to eat me. Her tongue was like a butterfly on my pussy and I climaxed into her gulping mouth again and again, till my legs and twat ached and my heart was warm and full of love.
So she invited me to give her snatch a try. I did, and I found out why she grooved on that scene so fiercely. Not many guys can eat cunt as nicely as a girl can, and before the first semester was up I'd gotten to be nearly as dykey as Kendall. In fact, I got so interested in her that I almost gave up guys completely. Until one night I got worried about turning into a queer, so I sneaked out of the dorm, went into town, and picked up a guy for a refresher course in hetero fucking. I brought him back with me – Kendy was home for the week to attend an uncle's funeral and I had the room to myself – only the proctor caught us before we could get down to the basics. I got kicked out of school and sent home and didn't even get to kiss my roomie good-bye.
That story seemed to shock Roy just a little bit. Let him try fitting that into his little theories, I thought smugly. A nice thing about me was that I didn't have any complexes. I liked to fuck and stick and I believed in taking my pleasure where I found it. He just happened to be the most delicious thing I'd ever gotten my hands on.
And I was very much interested in getting my hands on him again. We were sitting by the pool and twilight was coming on. Mom would be back soon, if she lived up to her promise. If I was going to get anywhere [missing text].
I got out of my chair, went across the tiled floor to Roy, and plopped down on his lap. I was dressed now, wearing a pair of tight short-shorts and a little bra halter that showed off the insides of my tit-curves, but I didn't have anything on underneath them. My nipples were stiff and pokey, just from remembering all the good times I'd told him about, and the tight fit of the shorts-crotch had rubbed my cunt to near madness. I squished down on him and began to rub my long hair on his face, touching the front of his shirt at first, then slipping my hand inside to feel his bare chest beneath. He mumbled a protest, something about it being too late, that Mom would be here soon, but I kissed him and he kissed me back. The kiss had nothing to do with fathers or even uncles. He knew it and so did I. My ass wriggled on his lap and I felt his boner spring into life. His cock wasn't fully erect – yet. Did we have time for a quickie?
Oh, I didn't want a quickie! I wanted him to throw me down on the tiles by the pool, to strip away my clothes, and then to make long, sensuous love to me. I wanted him to lick my tits and belly, to scrape my clit with his teeth, to ram that long tongue of his all the way up my pussy. I wanted him to kiss my asshole and tease it with his tongue and fingers. And then I wanted him to take off his own clothes and fuck me within an inch of my life. This time, I knew, I'd have no trouble taking his big, lovely cock, on the very first stroke. He'd fill me with his manhood, suffocate me with pleasure, and then we could fuck like horny dogs till the sun came up. I wanted to come and come and come again, and still be hungry for more.
And I heard the Goddamned sound of a Goddamned car outside the Goddamned fucking house and I knew I'd waited too long, that Mom was home at last and my plans were scotched in the bud.
"Get up!" he hissed into my ear. "I don't want her to see this!"
"Oh, fuck her!" I snapped back, hopping off his lap. The point of his dick still poked up inside his pants and I decided that it would be a proper thing if he still had a hard-on when Mom joined us. Serve him right.
"One more thing," I whispered to him as he heard Mom's car door slam shut outside. "Daddy always used to throw you up to her when they were fighting. Did you ever really screw my mother?"
He didn't have a chance to answer. Just then Mom came onto the patio. She stood a moment in the doorway, letting the house lights shimmer round the outlines of her figure, and then she was running towards Roy in a joyous haste. They came together and she lifted her face to his for a kiss that seemed to last forever. And when they finally moved apart to stand side by side, I didn't really need an answer to the question I'd asked Uncle Roy.
It was like I didn't exist any longer. They only had eyes for one another. I heard them start talking, both at the same time, and then they laughed and stopped talking, each waiting for the other to start again. Disgusting. Absolutely disgusting. They reminded me of teenagers out on a date.
"I was very sorry to hear about the divorce," Roy said. "It was too bad for you and Dick both."
"Was it?" Mom asked, her voice positively kittenish. She has a soft, Marilyn Monroe way of talking as it is, but she sounded as if she were scooping it from the ladle right now. Damn her, anyway! And Roy was eating it up, the way he'd eaten me up in bed. He smiled and nodded and I could tell that he was listening to every word she said and loving it all. Damn him, too!
It wasn't fair! I'd worked my ass off seducing him, and now he was fallen into Mom's lap like an overripe peach.
I was so Goddamned angry I stomped past them and into the house and, ten to one, neither of them even noticed that I was gone. I went into the game room, turned on the TV, and slumped into a chair, ready to watch whatever might be playing. I just didn't care about anything.
Twenty minutes later they came through the room, holding hands now, still talking and smiling, and neither of them spoke a word to me. I stuck out my lower lip. Maybe I'd tell Mom about what a good time Uncle Roy and I had enjoyed while waiting for her to come home. Maybe that would fix her wagon. It would certainly shock the hell out of her. She knew I'd done a few wild things, like smoking weed and maybe petting with boys, but she thought I was a virgin. With a capital V. This would be a far-fucking-out way to break the news to her.
In a moment Uncle Roy came back into the room by himself. He sat down on a chair across the room from mine, pretending not to be watching me. I slouched in the chair, letting my legs thrust out, their slim curves an unmistakable reminder of how slickly they'd wrapped around him a little earlier.
"Where's Mom?" I asked, finally breaking the silence.
"She went up to dress for dinner. We're going out."
"Oh." I smiled. "It takes her hours to get ready for anything. Wanna try for a quickie while you're waiting?"
He looked green. I jumped out of the chair and pounced across the room. A few kisses on the face and neck, a few feels on the chest, and then my hands closed in on his dick. It took me maybe half a minute to get it romping hard inside his pants and the two of us began to fight for control of his zipper.
"Knock it off!" he barked at me, so sternly I felt as if I'd just been slapped. I began to pout again, lower lip stuck way out and up, till it almost touched the tip of my nose.
"Look here," he went on, "I told you already – what happened this afternoon just happened. It won't happen again, and that's a promise. If I have anything to do with it, I won't even see you again till you've grown up and gotten some sense and decency. God knows you can use both of them."
"Oh, fuck you," I snarled, picking myself up off the floor. I twitched and wiggled back to my chair, reminding him of what a nice piece of ass he was missing out on, and I sat down. At about that time Mom came into the room.
I think I hated her even more right then. Why couldn't she be a dowdy matron like every other decent woman of her age? When I saw her in the doorway, it only made me realize how much more beautiful she was than me.
Mom is thirty-eight, as of her last birthday, and, to be vulgar but accurate, she is a fucking knockout. Her face is mature and gorgeous, with big, big eyes that seem to hypnotize you, and she wears her hair shoulder-length and shimmery. She's auburn-haired, like Daddy before his fell out, and I guess it was just luck that made me so blonde.
Mom was wearing an outrageously slinky, sexy dress up jumpsuit. It didn't have any sleeves, so her arms were bare and slim and tanned just enough to make tern glow, and it was cut rather deeply to show off her cleavage. The material was black and satiny, and though the legs were wide and flowing, they shifted with her movements and really demonstrated the intriguing curves of her long legs. She's tall, taller than I am, nearly as tall as Uncle Roy when she has on her heels, and she's built like a model, except for her tits. They're round and thrusting, firm even at thirty-eight, though they jiggle provocatively when she walks. She really is a good-looking lady and I could almost understand why Uncle Roy preferred to screw around with her instead of me. I could understand, but I couldn't forgive.
She wasn't wearing a Goddamned thing under her jumpsuit. Her big nipples thrust out at the bodice and when she moved, the fabric lifted into her crotch so boldly it must have been teasing hell out of her clitty. My beaver would have been dripping by now, if I'd been her.
But I wasn't. And when Uncle Roy rose from his chair, it was Mom he went to, not me. He took her in his arms and looked her up and down, and he said, "Carrie, you're incredible! My God, I think you're even lovelier than the first time I saw you, all, those years ago."
"It wasn't so long," she said. "In fact, it seems like only yesterday." And she blushed, so heart-tuggingly I wanted to puke. She let him kiss her on that blush and then she looked at me with a good old Mom-type smile. "Jenni, we'll be gone for hours. Lock up when you go to bed. Okay?" I faked a cheery nod, and they went out, holding hands, walking on air, and I was so full of hate I couldn't bear to watch them go.
You're crazy! I told myself as I slouched in the chair watching television and belting tequila straight. The liquor had a fiery kick that warmed up my guts and I felt like a Tijuana whore on her Sunday break.
And I wasn't crazy, either. I was hung on Uncle Roy. He could throw a fuck that made a girl feel like a woman grown, and I could still feel his sharp teeth chewing on my titties, making me whine in glee. And now, to see him puppying around Mom, to think of her being nearly as gruesome in her response – he didn't care for me at all. He'd only balled me because I caught him at a weak moment. It was her he wanted.
"The bastard," I said out loud, but it didn't make me feel better. "The lousy bastard."
I wasn't in love with him, not a bit. I liked him, of course, and had even when I was a little girl. But what I was really interested in was the terrific way he fucked.
If I could just get him alone for a couple of hours – that was all I needed. Sure, Mom's good-looking, but she's an old lady. As far as guys are concerned, the younger, the better. Why should I have so much trouble getting what I wanted? It wasn't fair.
I turned off the TV and went up to my room. Restlessly lying on the bed in my skin and tan, I smoked a cigarette and grooved on the tequila I'd belted.
My hand stale down to rub over the pale fuzz on my crotch. There wasn't a Goddamned thing wrong with my pussy. It was plump and cute, the lips pink, the interior as tight as a pussy ought to be. When I was turned on, the juices dripped out of me free and flowing. Like now. I stroked my box with two fingers, one sliding between the labes, the other tickling the outer flanges, and as I brushed across my clit a few times, I felt those juices begin to really flow. A nice, tingling sense of warmth and well-being occupied my cunt and I wondered why the rest of me felt so Goddamned uptight and out of sorts.
Easy enough to remedy that. I took my last puff on the cigarette, crushed it out, and dived into my snatch with both hands. One set of fingers spread the pink pussy-flaps wide, baring the red mouth of my cunt, while the rest of my fingers began to strum and tickle.
I could feel my nails scratching the flesh of my inner labes, but it didn't hurt. On the other hand entirely, it made me smile for the first time this evening. I scratched a little harder, this time taking care to plant a few scrapes on the steadily rising bud of my clit. Prodded so, it erected all the faster, puffing into my fingers like a sprouting bean, and I tweaked it hello.
The heel of my palm rested on the mouth of my pussy and I could hear the squishing sounds its pressure made as my wetness increased. There was a nice smell, too, wafting out of my moistening hole, and I sniffed in appreciation.
By now my cunt was wet and juicy, ready for play. So I made three fingers into a tight-clenched bunching prong and stuck them up my cunt, twisting from side to side as I worked them farther up my hole. That was really nice! The lips of my cunt spread graciously, and though the clumped fingers didn't quite have the bulk of Uncle Roy's dick, they beat hell out of having an empty pussy, tonight of all times. I pushed till the fingers were buried in my hole and the elastic lips of my box snuggled in close around them, and I tried to use the tips to tickle the end of my cunt, the way Uncle Roy's cock had done during our one and only fuck-session.
It wouldn't work. They weren't long enough. Scratch that nifty idea. I let them slide back down my snatch, the tips resting just inside the pussy-flaps. What a fucking bummer, anyway! I'd been fucked to a faretheewell today and I was damned sure that my fingers just couldn't compete while the memory was still so strong inside me.
While thinking it over, I removed the hand that had been splitting my gash for easy finger entrance. It wasn't needed now that my cunt-hole was pleasantly plugged. I brought it up to my chest and began to fondle both my tits, working back and forth. First the left nipple, teasing and pinching, then the right nipple, and it got the same treatment. I don't play favorites.
The trouble was, when I started thinking consciously, I found myself wondering what Mom and Uncle Roy were doing. What were they up to?
"Oh, fuck it!" I said out loud, sitting up. I didn't want to think about them any more. Quickly I began to diddle my box, fingers stabbing through my gash, into the boiling mouth of my pussy. I dug deeply, crooking my finger when it was buried, and my tits rose and fell faster with the tempo of my breathing, but I could feel the good mood starting to pass from me.
With a sigh, I pulled my fingers out of my twat and got up to get another cigarette, and – my fucking luck – found I was out. Then I remembered that I had bought an extra pack and left them in my coat. I bounced to the wardrobe and began to shuffle through the hanging clothes.
In the process one of my feet slid on a throw rug and I stumbled forward, almost bashing my skull on the inner wall of the wardrobe. I cursed in anger as I regained my balance, and it was just then that my hand lit upon something in the dark recesses of the closet.
I pulled it out, shaking my head in surprise. Good Lord! When I was nine or ten, I'd gone through a spell of fascination with being a majorette. I used to practice twirling with my own junior-size baton, and I really hated the girls who got chosen over me as majorettes for the local junior-league football team. How long had the Goddamned thing been gathering dust in the back of the wardrobe? Three or four years at least. I'd forgotten about having it.
The memories sparked inside me and, half-drunk, I began to prance around the room naked, clumsily twirling, my lips tra-la-laing "The Stars and Stripes Forever". Even when I was interested, I couldn't majorette for shit, and I wasn't doing that well now. In the end I fell onto my bed, laughing, still holding the baton, my fist wrapped tightly around its bigger end knob.
Cold it was, but as my hand warmed it, the baton head began to feel exactly like a throbbing cock. That was a giggle. I brought it to my mouth and kissed it lovingly, but there was no response from the baton.
"Well, fuck you," I told it, letting it fall by my side. I picked it up again almost as soon as I'd dropped it. Hmmmm. No, the larger knob wouldn't fit into my mouth. It was far too big. How about my snatch? How would it feel to have something like this jammed into my cunt? I spread my twat-lips to their widest, and I bathed the rubbery knob in my cunt-juice, but it was no go.
"Shit." Wait! Only one end of the baton had an enormous rubber head adornment. The other tip had only a little rubber cap. I reversed the baton in my hands and began to tease my cunt with the end.
MMMM!! That felt goooadddd! My snatch was greasy already and the rubber knob slid past the labes and right inside my hole. I shoved it, raising my ass from the bed as I took it all the way, and I couldn't repress a shriek when I felt it graze the end of my cunt. Something seemed to throb inside me, all the way from crown to toes, and it didn't stop throbbing when I pulled the baton back for a breather.
Roy had a thicker shaft, and hotter, too, but that baton was doing okay, let me tell you! I grabbed it with both hands, stuffed it as far up my cunt as it would go, then began to revolve it just like a farm girl chums butter. It did the trick in my churn, though it produced cream in me, cream that dripped and oozed from my little pink twat-lips and bubbled in my muff.
I could close my eyes then, and imagine that it was Roy fucking me again. "Yes," I panted, "give it to me hard! Oh, you son of a bitch! Fuck harder!"
And I was getting it harder. The baton swished in and out of my hole, prodding my cunt as deeply as any girl could ever be prodded, and my ass kept bouncing off the bed to meet the swift in-strokes. I didn't have to use my hands. The muscles of my cunt were clenching and unclenching by themselves, sucking the baton in, spitting it out. And the big knob jutted up into the air from between my lifted knees, and it wobbled, too, like the cock of an anxious lover on his way to your bed. I took my hands away and let my pussy control the action, grabbing double fistfuls of my tits.
I squeezed and dug into the firm little mounds, my fingers catching nipples between knuckles and grinding together to make me squeal in delight. I'd have scars and scratches in the morning, but it wasn't morning yet.
My ass lunged and bucked and rocked on the bed. The baton slid up my twat, retreated, then lurched home once more. It was an incredible feeling, to know that the muscles of my snatch were strong enough to dildo me so beautifully. I could have experimented with them, sure, but I wasn't in the mood to experiment. I just wanted it now, hard and fast.
In another moment my cunt muscles weren't giving it to me hard enough or fast enough. I let go of one tit, still grabbing at the other with all my might, and I seized the baton handle, shoving it so far into my cunt the tip should have been stuck inside my throat. I let out a scream that could have been heard in Toledo, and then I lay shivering on the bed, unable to move freely. The shock waves of a massive come rippled through me, over me, around me, battering my body with its force and flogging me brutally with spasms of ecstasy.
I couldn't breathe, couldn't speak, couldn't see. With the last remnant of energy in me I jerked the baton out of my cunt – the way I was twitching I could easily rupture myself with the fucking thing. It slid from my spanning hole with a squishy pop, rasping the raw lips of my slice, and I seemed to enter a whole new world of coming when the sensation transmitted through my body. I twisted and turned on the bed, pulling my legs up, hugging them against me, and all I could do was sob and purr through my tears.
Wet? I could have filled a couple of Mason jars with the cunt-cream that had poured from my gash and soaked the bed where I lay. My pussy was still sopping, though I could hardly bear to touch it. It felt as if the outer protective layer of skin had been ripped away, exposing the nerves and the raw flesh beneath. My tits were sore, too, the nipples still sticking out a mile, their rubbery extensions too tender to squeeze even in fun. Sweat had formed enormously in my armpits and in the backs of my knees, and I smelled like a well-fucked bitch. The aroma of me was warm, acrid, strong from my perspiration, even stronger from the odor of my tart pussy-juice. I closed my eyes and sniffed, filling my nose with the musky fragrance.
God! I thought suddenly. Had Mom and Uncle Roy come in while I was diddling myself? Unlikely. I'd been screaming my ass off, there towards the end, and if they'd heard me, surely they'd have come to investigate. Just for certainty's sake I opened my mouth and screamed again, a wailing cry that made my throat twinge in pain. But no one tapped at my door, and I knew I was still alone in the house. Time, then, for a fresh cigarette.
I'd taken maybe three or four drags when I doubled up in agony on the bed. My kidneys were killing me – I had to piss like I couldn't believe – and I didn't think I could walk the ten or twelve steps from my bed to my bathroom.
I grabbed my cunt, plugging the dike with my palm, and I staggered towards the bathroom door. Every step was a fresh helping of agony, and I could feel little droplets of piss dampening my hand as I fought a desperate battle.
In the end I made it. I flopped onto the john, grunted, and let go. My kidneys strained and struggled to empty, and the piss streamed like rain into the toilet bowl. It was so obscenely loud and vulgar a sound I couldn't keep myself from laughing, but it also felt so Goddamned good to let it flow. I reached down to touch my cunt while I pissed. My fingers got stinky-wet but they found my clit, too, and rolled upon it slickly. Each touch sent a twinge of delightful pain hammering up my body and I sat jerking and twitching on the commode as I called up one last come this night. My piss ceased to flow, but my twat-juices were streaming from my gash again, and my finger was abusing the already-ravaged slice between my legs, and I sat gasping and cackling till my head reeled and my vision began to blur.
Before I crawled under the sheets, I set my alarm clock for seven in the morning. Mom wouldn't get out of bed before nine if her life depended on it, I was positive, and, since I figured Uncle Roy would be going back to New York tomorrow, I wanted to see him privately one last time. I fell asleep thinking about how nice that private meeting would be, for both of us.



CHAPTER FOUR


I slept like a baby till my alarm went off. When the jingling sound intruded on my dreams, I turned with a snarl, ready to shut it off and go back to sleep, until I remembered why I'd set it for such a God awful hour. That woke me up.
I threw off the cover and stood up, yawning, and stretching the sleep away from my body. Better take a very quick bath, I thought, and don't forget to spray on some pussy deodorant. Roy might not want to face me so early if I smelled of cum and piss.
Not until I turned the handle of the guest-room door did the obvious occur to me. What if he wasn't sleeping here? What if he'd bunked with Mom last night? Assuming, of course, that they had come home at all. I couldn't swear to that. Even kinkier – what if Mom was in here with him? What if I opened the door and caught Uncle Roy in bed with my mother? What if she was sucking him off or something? Out of sight!
Anyway, I could come up with a reasonable, virginal excuse if I had to. I was dressed, after a sort. I was wearing my robe. Oh, this was too good a chance to pass up. If Uncle Roy was alone, great. If Mom was with him, it might be even better. I could embarrass the shit out of her.
Uncle Roy was alone in his bed. From the way he stretched his long frame diagonally across the bed I suspected he'd gone to sleep alone, too. That stumped me. Why hadn't he shacked in with Mom last night? From the looks and touches they had been giving one another it was the logical conclusion. Maybe they'd slept separately to get some rest. After all, they were out a long time.
I went to him, stepping quietly. He was breathing softly, his chest rising and falling. The sheet was pulled to his nipples but it lay like a mist on his body and I could see the outline of his sleeping cock. It was big even when it was soft. I liked that very much.
My fingers began to stroke his face and his eyes came open very slowly. He blinked them a few times, trying to get into focus, and then he saw it was me. "Good God, Jenni," he whispered. "Get out of here!"
I straightened up, innocent as a girl could be. My face melted as if I were about to bawl. "I'm sorry," I said little-girlishly. "I just thought you might like to have breakfast in bed."
He didn't know how to take that. I could see his thought processes clearly; God bless his open, trusting face! He smiled, more at ease now. "That's very thoughtful of you. But it's pretty early…"
"The day's half-over," I grinned. "It's at least seven-thirty."
"Where is it?" he asked. "Or did you come to take my order?"
I was partly turned away, and he didn't see me untie the sash of my robe. When I whirled on my toes towards him, the robe opened and I let it drop to the floor. Underneath there was nothing but me, clean and scrubbed and ready.
He didn't have time to say anything else. I'd bounced onto the bed and my cunt was planted on top of his mouth. "We only have one dish," I smirked. "Tell me how you like it."
He had two choices – he could eat my pussy or he could suffocate. I wiggled my crotch atop his face, tickling his nose and lips with the fluffy golden hairs of my pubes, and I felt him make a humming sound that vibrated my clitty wickedly. He must have been trying to speak in protest, but it didn't help. I pressed down harder, forcing my muff into his half-opened mouth, and I felt his tongue brush my cunt-lips. Brush – brush – ahh!
He lunged upward with his tongue. It poked between the gates of my slice and it went into my cunt-hole.
"Oooooohhhh!" I groaned in a whisper, seizing his temples. His tongue was still probing my box, growing bolder with each pass. Once I felt it jab my clit, and I remembered how nicely he'd eaten me yesterday. Jesus, it was going to be a hard go, living without him now that I'd found him! I began to bob up and down on his face then, holding him by the head, fucking his mouth with my pussy.
"Good," I whispered in encouragement. "It feels so good to have you eating me for breakfast. Doesn't this beat bacon and eggs, Uncle Roy?"
His hands fought their way from beneath the sheet and onto my hipbones. For a moment I thought he was going to toss me off the bed. He lifted, and I felt myself rising, felt the contact of his tongue and my snatch diminishing. I fought him, trying to keep in position, but he was so much stronger than I was – he could have tossed me through the door if he'd wanted.
I grasped at a straw. While he was gripping my waist I spun, breaking his hold, reversing myself. Now my asshole was planted atop his forehead and I was facing his feet. Easy going. I thrust my hands beneath the sheet, flinging it off him, and I leaned forward, aiming for his cock. Uncle Roy was like me – he apparently preferred to sleep naked. It certainly made this a breeze. His pecker was lying limply at the juncture of his thighs, but it didn't stay limp for long. I got a hand around it and gave a tug that made his cock spring up stiff in a twinkling.
He mumbled into my crotch when he felt the pull of his hard-on, but I didn't listen to see what he was saying. I just clamped my cunt down on his face and reached my mouth towards the tip of his dick.
I sucked his knob inside and began to chew gently on the velvety flesh. That made his prick swell up even stiffer, till it seemed to be overflowing the capacity of my mouth already. I fed a bit more meat into me, reaching to cup his balls, and I had no more attention to give anything else. All my existence was focused on the cock in my mouth and the creamy breakfast it would give me. Not too soon, I hoped though, because sucking his cock was a pleasure that should last and laasssttt…
He made one more effort to throw me off, but it was feeble at best. The gnawing of my teeth on the sensitive underside of his dick convinced him, if nothing else. I was there to stay. Uncle Roy still held me, but it was a possessive grip now. His hands seemed to drag me down upon him.
I should start every day just like this, I mused while gobbling his tasty rod. And I should finish every day just like this, too. My head dipped, more of his cock slid into me, and I was ready to suck his tool into my throat just like yesterday. That had been a trip, one I was happy to repeat. The angle wasn't good here, and when his knob neared my gullet I wondered if I could even do it now. But I could. I knew I could. I took a deep breath to fill my lungs, then relaxed every muscle in my throat. His cock seemed so much bigger today – could I?
Sure! I thought I could hear a squeak as he rammed into my throat but I took his prick there, where I wanted it, and I began to suck round the base of his peter.
But I could only keep his cock swallowed so long. In too disgustingly short a time I had to release it or choke on his meat, and his thick pole slid wetly towards the entrance of my mouth. Only long enough to let me catch my breath, though. My lungs filled up and my tits rose and puffed, and I was sucking his prick deeply once again. This time I could keep his tool in place a deliciously longer time, and my lips kissed the dangle of his balls while I sucked.
He wasn't doing badly either. He'd been a little reluctant to break his fast with my gash, but now he was scarfing my pussy the way a cat laps milk. His tongue flipped and flopped across my box, dipping inside my cunt-mouth to tickle me now and then, withdrawing to trace the line of the slice itself. Once he used his hands to spread the cheeks of my ass and I felt him touch my shitter with just the tip of his tongue. It was a quick touch, here and then gone, but it thrilled me in a weird way and I caught myself wondering – could I talk Uncle Roy into giving me his cock right up the ass? It would be a hellishly tight fit, of course, and I'd probably scream my head off, hut that was the only cherry I had to offer him and, if he wanted it, he could have it with all my love. I sucked harder on his rod to let him know how much I liked his ass-kissing, but he didn't keep it up. In a moment his tongue was once more sliding the length and breadth of my crease, poking inside with a twist just when I thought I couldn't stand another second of his teasing.
He found my clitty standing up stiff and tingly, and he worried it with his tongue like a dog worrying a bone. My head went numb when he did that to me, but there was a throb of excitement in my nipples that more than made up for it.
I wanted to be nice to Uncle Roy, since he was being so very nice to me. My hand took firm hold of his nuts and went tight while my lips adored the knob of his rod. The effect on him was interesting, to say the least. His crotch arched upward forcefully – I must have overdone my squeezing – and his dick rammed all the way into my mouth and throat, some of his hairs slipping into my nostrils where my face touched his groin. It tickled me, and made me feel like sneezing. God – if I sneezed with his dick in my mouth, I might bite it off! I fought the impulse, but it was no use. My nose twitched meaningfully, my chest heaved – I raised my head in desperation. He tried to follow me with the thrusts of his pecker, but I planted my hand on his belly and shoved down. Uncle Roy's dick slid from my mouth, bouncing wet and red in the light, and I sneezed my suppressed sneeze.
"Ah-ooohhhhoooooohhhh!"
The path of the sneeze was aimed directly at his prick. When I sprayed it with the air and moisture from my mouth and nose, Uncle Roy's rod wobbled and shook, bounced high into the space between us, and before I could do anything to stop him or could even stuff his tool back into my mouth, he began to squirt.
I'd never seen him orgasm before, remember. He'd come once in my mouth, once in my pussy, but never out in the open. I almost saw the first blast of his climax as it spurted from the tip of his red knob and splattered me on the upper lip. The big slimy drop hung there a second, then oozed downward. My tongue shot out to lick it up, the first fruits of our second day of sex, and I savored the unmatchable flavor of his jizz like a well-bred gourmet.
When I looked back at his cock, more cum was rolling from the piss-slit, big, creamy drops that looked like curdled milk. Some of it was already sliding down his shaft to waste itself in the curled hairs of his pubes. No! I thought angrily, and I stuffed his cock into my mouth.
My tongue glided up and down his quivering rod, and I sucked with my lips and cheeks. More of his cum poured out, filling my mouth, and my hand jiggled his balls to coax out still more spunk. I was hungry and empty.
My ass wiggled on his face, for I was delighted to see him shoot off so prettily. His tongue met my wriggling and it snaked round and round inside my cunt. I felt it flog my clit, felt his fingers enter my twat from the front while he sucked, and a delicious little come burst out of me. It was a wet, juicy orgasm that drenched his mouth and left my pussy quivering in joy. I sighed and purred as I sucked his cock to completion and licked away the extra jism.
Only when he was dried and cleaned and his rod soft once more did I raise my snatch from his face and reverse myself on the bed. I wanted to snuggle with him beneath the sheet, but he had other inclinations and he pushed me away angrily.
"You're something else, Jenni," he said, and I missed the bitterness in his voice. "What if your mother had come in? Do you know what it would have done to her?"
"Sure," I said smugly, ignoring his bitchiness. "She'd have seen that she had some damned good competition."
"No she doesn't," he replied. "I've known your mother for almost nineteen years, and I've been in love with her every day of that time. I didn't stop loving her just because she married your father. That's the reason I never married myself, you know. There was no other woman I wanted."
"Coulda fooled me," I said, putting on my robe. "You have a wicked tongue. And a nice prick."
"I respond to you the way any man would respond to any sexy young girl. You're a bad habit, Jenni, one that I've acquired by accident in the last few hours, one that I intend to break completely. The only thing we have in common is sex. Last night I asked your mother to marry me. She's going to give me her answer this morning. But if you can't get some sense into your head, I hope – God help me – she says no."
"Of course she'll say no," I volunteered. "Mom's as impulsive as I am. If she'd wanted to marry you, she'd have said so on the spot. She wouldn't make you wait a whole night to find out. You might as well settle for me. I am better than she is, aren't I? In bed, I mean?"
He didn't answer, and it was clear that he wasn't going to answer. I went downstairs to eat a lingering breakfast.
He and Mom didn't come down till a little after nine, but they were arm-in-arm. She was smiling broadly and he looked green in the face. I didn't like it one bit.
"Jenni," Mom said, leaning against him, "we think you should be the first to know…" but I already knew. "Roy and I are going to be married. Very soon. What do you think of that?"
"Neat," I said noncommittally. I felt as bad as Uncle Roy looked. Until the obvious occurred to me. If they were married, I'd have him around all the time. And Mom couldn't be watching the two of us twenty-four hours a day. She'd have no reason to be suspicious, unless Roy got a conscience attack and spilled the beans. In that case she'd probably kill one or both of us, but it was a long-shot anyway. Maybe this wouldn't be so bad after all. I could feel my face brightening, and as it did, Roy's face got greener and greener. He knew what it meant as well as I did.
"When?" I asked.
"In a couple of weeks," Mom said. "Just as soon as we can get things arranged. You don't know anything abut this, Jenni, but Roy and I have been – well, we've been friends for a long time. I think he's always been the only man in my life. Your father – Dick – and I should never have married at all. I don't know how we lasted as long as we did. You kept us together much of the time. But it's all going to be different now. Tell me that you approve, darling."
I got up from the table and kissed both of them. Uncle Roy's skin was cold and clammy, and he felt as if he were on the verge of puking. "I approve," I said. "I do get to be maid of honor, don't I?"
Mom laughed and hugged me. I could feel her large tits pressing my smaller ones and it made me a little envious, but I laughed with her and she pulled Roy into the embrace, too, and the three of us stood hugging and talking, two of us jolly, one of us looking nothing like a happy, prospective bridegroom. Two out of three was a majority in any vote, though, and whatever qualms Uncle Roy might have felt, he was overruled.
Besides, why should he be queasy? He was marrying the cow and getting the calf free, wasn't he? And this calf had some horny plans for the future.



CHAPTER FIVE


Mom turned down the idea of a church wedding. She opted instead for a smaller ceremony, to be held in the parlor of our house. It was a way of saying good-bye to the old place, too, since we'd be moving to New York after the honeymoon. Uncle Roy's business was concentrated in the city and Massillon was too far away for him to commute.
The wedding was set for Saturday morning, and Uncle Roy came in the evening before. I didn't have a snowball's chance in hell of getting him alone, and even when Mom was there with us he seemed strangely distant from me. I kissed him hello, but he didn't touch his lips to mine. Wedding-eve jitters, I thought, but there seemed to be more to it than that. When he looked at me, his eyes had a funny frightened expression, as if he knew something terrible was about to happen to me and he couldn't prevent it but couldn't help watching either. I got the creeps from him, much as I wanted to play with his big cock again, and somehow I was relieved when we all adjourned to our separate bedrooms for the night.
I didn't see Uncle Roy till just before the wedding. Goddamn him, he was avoiding me! Did he think I was going to unzip his fucking pants and go down on him in front of all the guests while we all waited for the bride to show up? Not a bad idea, but I didn't think it would play in Peoria.
He still looked sick when he saw me. Your time's coming, bastard, I thought with a nasty inner mirth. I could hardly wait for the day when he realized that he was the master of a household featuring not one but two horny broads, each of them hungry for his big dick.
The wedding itself I'll pass over. There were a ton of flowers, and I kept the arrangements from getting boring by flirting with the delivery boy, a guy named Kevin who looked like he could give me quite a tumble. The Episcopal minister presided over the ceremony, the house was full of friends and distant kin of ours and Uncle Roy's, and everything went as planned. There was a reception afterwards, of course, with booze flowing like water, and I got my full quota of champagne. Mom frowned when she saw me refilling my glass for the eighth or tenth time, but someone else got her attention and started giving her congratulations and I wandered away unnoticed.
I went upstairs to use the john in my room, sipping champagne as I pissed. Pouring it in one end and out the other. It made a lot of sense, didn't it? But I was giggly from the bubble stuff by then and it seemed like fun.
After pissing, I felt like smoking some grass. I closed the hallway door and took out a joint I'd been saving for a while, then sat down on my bed and smoked it. The pungent weed drifted round my nostrils as I puffed, and I felt really good and high. There was a knock on the door. I reacted slowly, holding the joint in my fingers and wondering whether to swallow it or what. Maybe it was Mom out there. I'd better find out. "Yeah?" I said slurrilv.
There was a cough in reply. I got up and went to the door, opening it just a hair.
Outside stood a boy, about my age. He was perhaps an inch shorter than I am, with dark wavy hair and a sweet, angelic face. I envied him that creamy complexion and his big, cow-like brown eyes.
"Uh," he said, his face reddening, "I just wanted to tell you I can smell your stuff out here in the hall. So maybe other people could, too."
"Thanks," I said, taking a fresh puff. "You want some?"
Who in the hell was he? I remembered being introduced to him but I couldn't recall his name. He took the joint, looking around to make sure no one was coming, and I let him into the room.
We sat down on the bed, and passed the reefer back and forth. Brian. That was his name. The son of Uncle Roy's cousin or something.
He was pretty, almost as pretty as a girl. I wondered if kissing him would be like kissing another girl. His lips were so full and inviting – I bent forward and kissed him, sucking smoke from his lungs.
"Hey!" he choked when I let him go. He looked so cute when he was embarrassed. I kissed him again, and this time I put my arms around him, forcing him to lie down with his feet dangling over the side of the bed. One of my legs slid across his lap and I instantly felt the stabbing push of his hard-on against my stockinged thigh. His cock didn't feel very big, but it was very, very hard. Boys that age get turned on so easily.
I kissed him till I had to come up for breath.
"What're you doing?" he asked me then, in a weak, little-boy voice.
"Kissing you," I said. "Haven't you ever been kissed before?"
"Sure I have," he replied too quickly, canceling out the conviction in his words. "I've kissed lots of girls."
My leg rubbed back and forth across his stiff dick. "Did you ever screw a girl?" I pursued, nibbling his earlobe.
I could feel his skin tingle and grow warm as he began to blush, and his pecker gave a shuddering jerk inside his pants. The fabric grew wet where my leg touched it and I knew he'd squirted in his trousers. I hoped it was his own suit.
"Oh, shit," he moaned, gently lifting my leg and looking at the smear on his pants.
"It'll dry," I assured him. "You're awfully quick on the trigger, aren't you?"
Young boys are so sweet when they're flustered. Brian couldn't be any older than I, but girls grow up much faster than boys do. A girl of fourteen is almost a grown woman, while a boy of fourteen is still very much a boy. The proof lay beside me.
I stood up. "Too bad," I said. "We could have had a nice time. I guess we're cousins by marriage or something, aren't we? I'd like to know you better, now that you're in the family."
He looked up from the bed, hope burning in his eyes. "Wait a sec," he said, "I can get it up again. And I'd like to know you better, too, Jenni."
I shook my head. "No time now," I sighed. "Mom and Uncle Roy – or should I call him Daddy now? – are gonna be leaving for their honeymoon before much longer, and I'll have to be there to say good-bye. You doing something tonight? Well, if your parents will let you, why don't you come over and visit with me? I'll be here alone while they're away and I'd like to have someone to talk to. You know?"
He knew. I left him cleaning his pants with a tissue and went downstairs. The party was still going strong, the band was playing dance music, and I tried to get Uncle Roy's attention. The least he could do was take a turn round the floor with his brand-new stepdaughter.
He didn't want to do it, but Mom smiled maternally and insisted, so he took my hand and we moved onto the floor. It was a slow tune, so I pressed closely against him while we stepped to the beat. I wanted to crawl all over his body, but that wouldn't have been exactly kosher for the occasion. Still, I managed to press against him enough to let him know be was dancing with a warm, firm-built young girl, and I could feel his pecker making some tentative motions inside his pants. He knew what was happening and I could almost hear him praying for the dance to last long enough for his swelling cock to go down.
My heels lifted me high, so that I could lay my head on his shoulder and musk him with the scent of my hair. While we danced I whispered to him, "I think we're going to have a nice family relationship. Would you rather I called you 'Roy or 'Uncle Roy' or 'Daddy' or 'Big Stuff'?" My voice was very low and I'm sure no one heard me but him. Still, Uncle Roy had the face of a man who's just been caught doing something very evil. He looked as if the roof were about to collapse on him and him alone.
I'd hit him where he lived. He gulped, his cock seemed to balloon enormously, and his hands clutched me desperately. "Listen," he said, his voice very soft in contrast to the raging hardness of his cock. "There are things you don't know – things you couldn't begin to know – I – my God, this is no place to talk about it…"
"You bought the cow and got the calf in the bargain," I whispered back insolently. "A suckling calf, at that. Suck, suck."
Around us other people were dancing but no one appeared to be eavesdropping. We must have looked like a happy bridegroom and his brand-new stepdaughter sharing an innocent waltz.
Which stopped in another moment, before Roy could answer. He must have been thanking his God and his jockstrap manufacturer as we returned to where Mom was standing, for his hard-on was neatly contained. The fall of his jacket helped conceal it, too, and he grabbed Mom for a dance at the first opportunity, so if she felt his stiff cock, she probably thought it was meant for her. She was entitled to her fantasies, I suppose, but it had been Jenni who made that pecker bloom.
Brian came down soon after, and I danced with him, too, taking a great delight in turning him on once more in the middle of the crowd. His prick got all hot and bothered as we danced close, his feet shuffled off the beat, and I teased him to another little spurt in his pants. He was so easy to excite, but he betrayed a noticeable lack of control. I chalked that up to his inexperience.
His mother was delighted to know that I'd asked him to come by for Cokes and an evening of listening to records. They were just in town for the wedding – they'd be leaving for home tomorrow noon – but of course he could come over to see me. As we walked away I heard her tell someone, "Don't they make a lovely little pair?"
All the guests had gone, finally, and Mom was instructing the special help about cleaning up.
Uncle Roy seemed anxious to be on their way – he was taking her to New York and they were going to combine honeymooning with house hunting and he took great care to avoid being alone with me for even a second.
They went upstairs to change their clothes and collect their honeymoon clothes. I offered to help, but Mom smiled and said I'd had a hard day, why didn't I take some rest?
So I poured myself one last glass of champagne and drank it down, then started upstairs to change out of my white gown. As I went down the hallway, I noticed that Mom's and Roy's voices seemed awfully loud coming out of her room. The door wasn't fully shut, I saw when I got closer, and since everything about Uncle Roy interests me, I stopped to discover if I could hear or see anything worth hearing or seeing.
The door was cracked and if I squinted just right, I could see past it. My vision was limited, but the objects of it seemed to be lined up with my eyes.
Mom was just unzipping her yellow dress and Roy was helping her off with it. Underneath she wore a matching bra of very soft nylon, the points of her nipples sticking out against the fabric, along with yellow panties, garter belt and stockings. No girdle – she didn't need one. She took the dress from Roy and went to hang it up in the closet.
"Won't be needing that for a while," she told him. He moved close behind her, his hands going around, and I knew that he was feeling her tits. She leaned her head back and purred at him. "Are you sorry?" she asked. "Sorry you married me?"
"I'm only sorry it wasn't done a long, long time ago," he said, much more tenderly than he'd ever spoken to me, the bastard!
Mom turned around and walked towards the bed, Roy following. "And Jenni?" she asked. "Are you sorry about her? Oh, Roy, I want you and Jenni to be the kind of friends you should be. She's a good girl, but she's never had a father. I'm afraid all of us have failed her. You've only seen the good side of her. She can be an awful bitch when she wants. Oh, a little wild, perhaps. You know she was kicked out of the school we sent her to. She smokes marijuana, but all the kids do nowadays, and sometimes – just sometimes – I think maybe she's even been had. You know? But I guess that's not so terrible, is it?"
"When are we going to tell her?" Roy asked solemnly. Tell me what?
Mom sighed. "We shouldn't spring it on her out of the blue, but we shouldn't delay it either. I don't know, darling – let our consciences be our guide."
That interested me. What did they have to tell me that was a matter for their consciences? I wondered a moment, but something else caught my attention. Mom was lying down on the bed, unhooking the bra clasp between her boobs as she moved. The cups fell away, her tits sprang free, and she stretched like a cat, her long legs lifting sinuously into the air.
Roy's coat was off and he was just undoing his cummerbund. When he saw her bare tits, he smiled, dropping the sash and hurrying to unhook his shirt. In a twinkling his pants had fallen and he was letting down his shorts to reveal the gleaming blade of his hard-on. Mom whistled and held out her arms to him.
I didn't want to watch. It seemed a dirty thing for me to be doing, but on the other hand, I'd done dirtier things, like screwing the man my mother was in love with. And didn't I owe it to myself to see exactly what sort of competition I was up against?
"Yes," Mom said as she rolled into his arms and they came together on the bed. She kissed every inch of his face and moved down his neck. I saw her nibble his little nips, saw her fingers touch him beneath his arms, saw her hand shoot lower to entrap his cock.
"Carrie," he said, almost religiously, lifting her butt while he slid down her panties. She wiggled arid wriggled to help him, kicking them from her foot when she could, and then Mom lay back on the bed wearing only her garter belt, stockings, and the biggest, brightest smile I'd ever seen.
Uncle Roy kissed her in the middle of that smile as she eased atop him. Her long legs enclosed his body and her round, shapely ass perched on his thrusting meat.
Mom was built all right. Most women her age rely on foundation garments to give them a figure, but not my mother. Her tits were firm and full, her hips without a pound of unnecessary flesh. No wonder Uncle Roy thought she was great stuff. But Christ – was she worth waiting all those years for? Couldn't be.
She lifted her butt and reached in to pick up his dick. It throbbed in her hands – I know because she told him, "Roy, I can feel your heartbeat through your cock," – and she played with it a moment before she guided its steely length into her hole.
His prick wiggled as she embedded the tip, and then she wiggled as she sank down to engulf his tool. Roy pronged her full and deep that first stroke and her head went back as she gave a moaning keen of triumph. She rested her ass on his crotch, swaying where she towered above him, and I knew just how she must be feeling right now. Her cunt was full of a marvelous cock and her heart was beating two miles a minute.
Roy held her by the hips and began to fuck his way in and out of her pussy Mom's long hair flipped and flopped as she rode him, and I heard her laugh again and again when he prodded her deeply. God, my own cunt was itching so fiercely I wanted to scream! I took careful hold of my hem and lifted it without wrinkling the dress. My fingers pushed aside the crotchstrip of my panties and touched the lips of my cunt.
They were dripping wet and seemed to suck my fingers in without a second thought. I felt knuckles bumping my clit and I choked back a gasp of pleasure. My eyes were nearly blind from squinting, but I kept them glued on the two of them screwing.
"Remember," Mom panted, "remember the first time…"
"How could I forget?" Roy wondered, spearing her with a wickedly twisting upward stroke. I thought she was going to fly into the air, right off his lancing prick.
"We were so young," Mom mused as she humped on him. "And now we're so much older."
"I don't feel old," Roy protested, "and you're no hag Carrie. My God, your pussy's nearly as tight as…" and his voice dropped away abruptly. Had he been on the verge of saying "Your pussy's nearly as tight as Jenni?" Why else would he have cut himself off in mid-sentence? So he remembered how nice and snug my cunt could house his cock. Good. He'd have better cause to remember, and before too much longer.
My eyes were glued to that crack in the door. I had only a hair of space to look through, but it was aimed directly at the bed and I could see each lunging upward stroke of Roy's dick, each plummeting downward of Mom's ass to swallow it up. And I had to confess, she had a nice, sexy way of fucking a man. Maybe I'd inherited it from her. But I knew I was a better lay. I had to be. I was younger, fresher, and don't all the sex researchers say that, the earlier a girl gets broken in, the wilder she tends to be? And who could be wilder than Jenni?
Uncle Roy seemed to be pretty damned satisfied with what he was getting from Mom, though. I heard him moan in pleasure as he screwed her. He was acting like a man who hadn't had a piece of ass in years. Did she have that effect on him? And what had he said about the first time? Did that mean Uncle Roy had gotten Mom's cherry? No matter. Even if he had it was ancient history. Now was all that counted.
But now wasn't a lot of fun for me. Oh, sure, my fingers were dredging honey out of my cunt and making my clit buzz like a bee, but it couldn't satisfy me, not when I could look through the crack in the door and see Mom getting it from a fantastic big cock. And all I had were my slim girlish fingers.
"Fuck me, Roy," Mom was calling out in a soft voice that hovered on the brink of tears. "Fuck me for yourself and for me and for Jenni and for all those years we wasted being apart – God! Give it to meeee!!"
I didn't have to see her face to know that she was erupting into a climax.
When it hit her, she wailed and cried and thrashed her hands in the air. She threw her upper body forward to lie upon him and she kissed him as if she meant to suck out his tongue. Roy's hands encircled her, embracing her tightly, and his crotch continued to belt up against hers fiercely, his cock swishing in her hairy slice.
I heard Mom sobbing, saw the shuddering convulsions of her body, and it did something to me. For the first time I realized how much alike we were, Mom and I. Just because she was pushing forty didn't mean that she wasn't entitled to her fair share of fucking. She loved it so much. But I needed mine, too, and the hell of it was that both of us craved one special cock, the one Uncle Roy carried between his legs.
Well, I wanted him as much as she did, and if he couldn't take care of the pair of us, I didn't plan to be the girl who got left out. Once the honeymoon was over and we were all settled into a new home, I'd just tell him so. He'd fucked me and sucked me and he couldn't simply drop me flat because he'd married my mother in the meantime.
Roy's nuts wobbled and he pounded up into her cunt hard, hard, hard! I could hear him grunting as he shot out round after round of jism into her snatch, and my fingers stabbed angrily at my own cunt then while I pretended I was the one getting his load.
My breath left me and I reeled in the hallway, my fingers jerking inside my convulsing pussy. I was sopping wet between the legs, I could scarcely see, and I almost fell against the door to their room. That might have been interesting, but it would have been dangerous as hell. I caught my balance just in time, straightened up, and managed to stagger down the hall to my room, walking on silent cat feet. My bed looked so inviting I just collapsed onto it, my hand still wedged inside my gash, and I finger-fucked myself to another orgasm, biting my lips to keep from screaming with joy when I came.
Yes, I thought, withdrawing my cunt-juiced fingers and sniffing them. Yes indeed. Seeing Uncle Roy sock it to Mom had only made me want him for my own that much more. And have him I would. No matter what it cost, no matter how long it took.



CHAPTER SIX


I nicked out a peasant blouse with an elastic neckline, and a long green skirt. Heels made me a little taller than Brian, so I left my feet bare to keep him at ease.
He rang the doorbell at seven-thirty on the dot and I went to let him in. He was dressed casually, too, a screen-print T-shirt and jeans, and he had a look of innocent lust on his face when he saw me.
I took him by the hand and led him into the parlor for a drink, which seemed to give him courage, for after a minute or two he kissed me in a sloppy though promising manner.
His tongue sloshed across my face and rimmed my lips and finally dared to penetrate my mouth. I sucked it so voraciously it must have scared the shit out of him. He got all stiff-jointed where our bodies were touching and his arms felt as if they'd turned to clay.
"What's wrong?" I teased. "Are you scared of me?"
"Who's scared?" he asked bravely.
I put my hand on the front of his pants and felt his hard-on. It had sprung up unbidden while we were kissing, and it was rocky hard to the touch.
"Let's see what you have," I suggested.
He didn't have any objections, so I unzipped him and tugged out his hard-on.
Like I'd figured earlier today, his cock was a bit small. No more than five inches, I estimated while stroking his rod, and not especially thick either. Maybe it'd grow. After all, he wasn't fifteen yet, so there was plenty of time for expanding his assets. But his prick was throbbingly hard and I suspected that his stubby little tool could fuck up a storm if it got half a chance.
Trouble was, he was so young and obviously inexperienced. He groaned when I began to play with his rod, and before I'd really gotten a good feel of his dick, it had gasped and creamed its goo all over nay fingers.
"You've never screwed a girl before, have you?" I challenged. "And you're so excited you don't know how to control yourself. Isn't that it?"
He nodded. I patted his knee.
"Then let Cousin-by-marriage Jenni show you what to do, love."
I didn't wait for him to answer. I bent my head into his lap. First I licked the cum he'd spilled on my fingers, then I drank up the jizz he'd dripped on the front of his jeans, and at last I washed and rinsed the head of his little rod itself.
Brian's cum had a fresh, milky taste that was like no other sperm I'd ever sampled, and the smile I gave him when I finished licking was certainly no pretense.
"Now," I told him, "I'm going to have your cherry, Tiger."
I stuffed his limp dick into my mouth and sucked till it sprang up hard and burning hot.
Uncle Roy's big tool had made me a bit picky, I'm afraid, and Brian's cock seemed awfully small in comparison. But he was only a boy, for God's sake, and his cock got so desperately hard. Hard is nearly as important as size. Ask any girl.
When his cock was poking out very stiff, I made him stand up so I could undress him. I punctuated the slow strip with little kisses here anti there on his body. Most of them went to his cock and balls, which seemed most deserving and needful of kisses. His scrotum, like his peter, was small, and it looked so young and tight and compact. I could nestle its little dangle inside my open mouth and Brian seemed to enjoy my sucking as much as I enjoyed the feel of his nuts on my tongue.
Brian was naked at last, and I stood up and back to view my handiwork and nature's. He had a trim body that just missed being skinny. Even when he grew up he'd be a slight, slim man, no muscle bound creep. Plenty of girls like the type, though, and his face was so pretty he had the makings of a heartbreaker in him. Breaking in Brian would be a nice memory for both of us. Maybe sometime in the future we might even fuck again and see how he'd profited by my instructions. If I had time.
"You're lovely," I said, making him blush. "Just like a young Apollo. Why don't you undress me now?"
He did, moving swiftly where I'd touched him in lingering fashion. He pulled down the elastic top of my blouse to bare the titties underneath, and when he got his mouth on them, I thought he'd never let up biting and kissing and sucking. His teeth gnawed on my nipples, which ached with pain but got stiffer than hell, too, and I didn't know if I should ask him to stop or beg him to continue.
Slobber and tooth marks were on my tits when he stopped his nursing and began to search for the button which held up my long skirt. It fell in an easy graceful motion, once he'd undone it, and Brian was staring directly into my pussy. He dropped to his knees and touched my cunt-mound with the fingers of one hand. Fingers curled in my thin beaver. He tugged, too hard, but I smiled through it all the same, and then he closed his palm over my snatch, squeezing my plumpness. While he experimented with this newfound toy, I drew the blouse over my head and dropped it to the floor. Now both of us were ready.
"Come on," I invited. "To the couch."
I stretched out, arms opened to receive him, and Brian slid close to me. His hot rod tingled on my belly and his hands and ups visited me all over.
He seemed anxious to get down to the fucking. His fingers poked around the lips of my cunt, the tips creeping inside, and I could tell that he wanted to put his prick in my hole right away, but I wanted to play first and I told him so. It was my game.
"Kiss me," I purred. "Feel me. Get me good and hot."
He sighed in resignation, but he did it all the same, and it was pleasant indeed to lie there hugging his slim body while we kissed and played. Our legs entwined and our crotches rubbed, and I was half afraid that he'd blow his cookies prematurely again, but he didn't seem as tense now as he was a little while ago. Maybe the two of us could turn him into a decent lover yet.
I guess I'm not much different from any other girl. It's fantastic to make it with an assured, confident stud of a guy who knows how to take charge, but that's only one kind of trip. No girl who's been around at all can resist the chance to be some shy male virgin's first piece. You become a combination of mother and whore and buddy, and the guy is usually so grateful its obscene.
Brian seemed to have taken permanent possession of my right tit. We made a good fit, though. His hand was small and boyish, while my boob was small and girlish, and the point of my stiff nipple burned his palm as he squeezed and cupped it. His wet mouth drank spit from mine, then returned it back, and we rolled on the couch, each of us taking a turn on top. Brian got his hand on my slit and rubbed it vigorously, as if he were a Boy Scout trying to kindle a fire. And when his finger slipped inside and located my clit, a little blaze did flare up in my tummy. My cunt was plenty wet and his cock was plenty hard, I thought, so maybe the time had come to try out his natural talent. I rolled atop him, my crotch melting into his, and I moved invitingly on his dick.
Brian's face went pale and he made a funny clucking sound. Oh, shit! I thought then. He's going to blow his cookies too soon again!
I rolled off him and grabbed his hard-on. I pinched it with the tips of my thumb and index finger, just below the cute red knob. He groaned and I pinched his cock-head again. But this time his groan, when it came, was one of relief, and I made one to match it.
All the same it was a warning signal. If I wanted to get fucked now, I'd better do it quickly, before one of us pulled too hard on his hair-trigger. I got up on him again, rising into position, then raised his cock, lined it up with my slit, and took it up me.
He got all excited when he felt his cock-tip grazing my beaver and gash, and he grabbed at my waist, trying to barrel up with all the energy he could muster.
"Slow down!" I barked like a drill sergeant, twisting his cock for emphasis. Brian whined but he also settled down. Of course he was excited. This would be his first piece. I couldn't blame him for his enthusiasm, but he had a lot to learn about style.
His cock slid up my greased cunt-hole very easily. Not too long ago I'd have been stuffed to overflowing by the presence of his cock, but Uncle Roy had really spoiled me. Brian's prick felt about as substantial as a two-finger diddle-job, and the wiggling of his boyish dick was more irritating than titillating. It wasn't his fault, I kept reminding myself as he jabbed and wriggled beneath me, bathing his rod in my cunt-juice. It wasn't his fault he was inexperienced and smallishly built, but if he'd just hold fucking still, perhaps I could make a halfway good lay out of him, I put my hands on his chest and started to ride. Since it was his first fuck, it should be a sweet, memorable experience, and I had the equipment and the talent to make it just that. I broke into a swaying rhythm atop him, pulling his dick from side to side as I shifted my hips. He smiled to feel the intriguing pressures my cunt worked on his cock, and his hands shot up to fondle my titties. The touch of his fingers now was almost serenely restrained. He massaged and stroked me, rather than pinching or tweaking, and I could feel my boobs beginning to swell and lift with pleasure.
I leaned forward so that the tips of my boobs hung like pink fruits before his mouth. Brian's tongue came out and touched each of them in turn, and then he started to use his teeth very gently, and last of all he sucked one nipple into his mouth for some extended attention.
He was like a hungry baby, switching from tit to tit, and if he minded that they were dry and milkless he didn't show it. I patted his head as he nursed me and I heard him warble through his suckling in reply.
I found, too, that if I leaned forward and moved my hips in a certain way, the barrel of his cock would scratch my clit as we screwed, and with each additional stroke of our fucking I began to feel warmer and friendlier between the legs. My cunt was getting juicy as he tickled it for me. Who knew – I might even come with the little bugger.
"Good boy," I told him in encouragement, feeling very mature and sophisticated at the moment. "Very good boy. A little harder, now. Mmmm, fight! Slow down now. Yes! You're doing just fine, Brian."
And he was doing better than fine. My cunt dripped its lubricating oil and even if he wasn't giving me the deepest screwing I'd ever had, he was doing all right. I petted his head and made him switch his lips to the other boob, and my hips swiveled atop him to an improvised melody.
His control was pretty good, too. If he was on the verge of spurting his jizz, I couldn't tell it, and I'm a fair judge. Indeed, it seemed as if I might cream before he did, and that was quite nice. My clit seemed as big as a watermelon and each plunge of his rod tickled its base and sides. I had to bite my lower lip once or twice when the pleasure hit a new high.
I might have orgasmed right then, too, if the doorbell hadn't chosen that moment to ring. Both of us froze. Brian's dick was all the way up my snatch and for a moment the throb of my trigger tempted me to ignore the bell. But what if, my God, I – what if something had happened to Mom and Roy? What if the cops were out there now, waiting to tell me about a horrible accident? It might be anything. It might even be Brian's mother come to bring us milk and cookies. I hesitated and wavered, and then I rose from him. His cock flopped out of my cunt and bounced on his belly, still hard as I grabbed up my blouse and skirt and hopped into them.
"Don't move till I get back!" I warned Brian. He looked tiny and frightened, lying there with his pink cock wet and hard.
I opened the front door and said, "Oh. Hi."
"Hi," said Kevin, the floral delivery boy I'd talked to a few times when the wedding was being set up. I remembered giving him a come-on at the time, but I hardly expected to be seeing him now. But perhaps I could turn this interruption to my advantage.
"I thought I'd drop by and make sure you were okay. You being here all by yourself, I mean," he said.
"That was nice of you," I said. "Why don't you come in?"
As I led him towards the parlor, I couldn't help thinking that this was an embarrassment of riches. Last night I'd fucked my fingers and my little baton. This evening I had two guys. I could pick and choose at will. I picked and chose both of them.
"Maybe I can fix you up with a sandwich," I told Kevin as we entered the room.
He and Brian saw one another at about the same time, and my cousin by marriage hopped over the back of the sofa to hide his nakedness. Kevin's face said "Huh?" but his lips were silent.
"I think we're having a party," I said, taking off my blouse. "Would you like a drink while I finish what I was doing?"
Kevin just laughed, and then he whistled when my skirt dropped and he got a sight of my slim body all naked. His eyes clouded. I leaned over the back of the couch and tried to coax Brian out. Something touched my exposed cunt. It was Kevin's finger, and he gave me a playful goose. I yelped but I wasn't upset and he got his knuckles wet touching my twat.
He didn't bother with a drink. I heard the rattle of his belt and the zziiippp of his fly while I argued with Brian, and then the rustle of his falling clothes.
Brian was hopeless. Maybe he was scared, maybe just embarrassed. He sat on the floor, hands covering his crotch, and he wouldn't come when I called. "Fuck you, then!" I snapped at him, and I turned around, bumping my chin on Kevin's extended prick.
I gave it the once-over with my eyes and tongue, my hand cupping his nuts. Kevin's rod was blunt and thick, not too long but not too short either, and I suspected from a brief inspection that it was a perfect fit for my hole.
I'd never been with two guys at once before, but this seemed like a good time to try it. If Brian wasn't finished for the evening, of course.
Kevin had plenty to offer, though, and he had no problem with self-confidence. He took me by the cheeks and rubbed his cock across my mouth till I was drooling for it, and then he thumbed my lips open and shoved his tool in.
I sucked his prick avidly, with vulgar smacking sounds. As his cock moved in and out, I batted it with my tongue, and on the second plunge I was kissing Kevin's balls. He wanted to hold my head steady so he could just fuck it, but I couldn't bear to surrender myself to him. My spit flowed in abundance, lubricating my mouth and throat for sucks and swallows, and I sucked and swallowed his cock till I could feel a giant wince flow through his body and I sensed he was nearing a come.
I wiggled free of his impaling cock and, without speaking, both of us sank to the floor. We rolled into a buggy embrace, our tongues battling in mid-air. Kevin's middle finger was long and strong. It moved all the way up my cunt-hole, which was juicy as an orange by now, and I began to hump him while he diddled me. His attention was distracted for a moment, so I sneaked my tongue into his mouth and I thought he was going to swallow it completely.
We were lying on our sides, my leg lifted and thrown across him as he reamed my twat with his middle finger. He moved in hard strokes and I thought, if his cock is half as good as his finger, this is going to be okay! His finger pulled out of my box and I felt his cock taking its place. I slid closer to him, raising my leg high to bare my slit. His knob divided my pussy-petals and oozed inside, and then we were pressed tightly, my chest against his, our pubes tangled together.
His prick wasn't as long as Uncle Roy's, but it was fully as thick, and if I didn't look too closely, I could pretend… Kevin's dick splayed my hole with its thrusts, making my clitty swell and ache, and when his pubic bone thumped against mine on the in-strokes, I thought he was going to lift me from the floor.
I threw my arms around his neck and he humped in a zigzag. His hand caught one cheek of my ass, and his fingertips dipped into the crack. One of them toyed with my bung, fighting to jab inside.
His ass-fingering excited the hell out of me and I squirmed to meet him. With both of us wriggling, and me struggling to relax the knot of my shitter, it was easily done. The point of his finger rammed into my asshole.
"Oh!" I said in a light, fluttery voice, and I heard him laugh a rich, deep laugh. He prodded my asshole with the same rhythm he fucked me. It felt scrumptious, and I wondered if he could feel the shudders of my pussy. I began to lick my lips in delight but Kevin's face loomed before me and his mouth captured my tongue, dragging it inside.
That brought our lips together for a squishy, smacky kiss, and neither of us noticed that Brian had finally come out from behind the couch. He squatted on his heels beside us, watching us fuck, stroking his hard-on as he took us m.
My head pulled back and my tongue slid from Kevin's mouth. I loved the way he sucked it, but I wanted to breathe, too. My lungs filled with air and it seemed that my tits were swollen to twice their normal dainty size. It was like standing on a mountain top, sucking in the freshness of the great outdoors, and my head was light and clear, drunk on life itself.
That was when I saw Brian. He looked so sad. Maybe he was thinking about how close he'd come to screwing me. There was such a pathetic quality to the way his hand moved on his prick that I felt my heart going out to him. After all, hadn't I invited him over with the promise of fun and games? It seemed bitchy to leave him out.
"Sit up," I told Kevin, and he moved, lifting me with him, so that now I was perched on his lap. His cock still moved in my cunt with precise, firm strokes. I reached for Brian. He recoiled at first, leaning back on his heels, but when my hand snagged his rod, he changed his tune.
"Come closer," I smiled, and he slid near us.
I took a fistful of his pecker and began jacking him off. He moaned as my hand began to move on his cock, and he leaned back farther on his heels, jutting his rod up for my convenience.
"Good boy," I murmured between laps at Kevin's mouth.
Brian's peter was so warm and cuddly in my hand that it somehow reminded me of petting a puppy. But I'd never connected cuddly pups with the hardness of Brian's tool. His cock was hard as iron beneath the warm layer of skin, and playing with his dick was like fondling a statue. I jacked him slowly at first, with the greatest of care, my hand grazing him in passage from balls to knob, and he made sighing sounds of contentment. His hands touched mine as I worked on his cock, and the soft tingling press of his fingertips reminded me of a delicate vibrator. My hand began to feel light and airy, totally relaxed, and I started to move it with greater freeness.
Kevin began to fuck me harder and faster about the same time, his cock slamming up into my twat with ever greater speed. His lips were set and his eyes were slowly closing. The increase of his fuck-tempo increased the battering of his rod on the shaft of my clitty, and I found myself closing my eyes, too. My belly was beginning to flutter in a telltale way and the lips of my snatch seemed agonizingly tender as that thick dick continued to friction between them.
As Kevin and I raced toward our mutual release, my hand became positively frantic on Brian's rod. I heard him groan but I didn't have to look. The sound he made was proof of the pudding he was about to juice out.
I winced and exploded internally, my cunt juicing like a squashed peach. Kevin jabbed his cock inside my hole for a couple more strokes, but his fuse was burned down by now, and I felt him stiffen where we touched bodies. His cock seemed to swell as I received it, and he jabbed into my cunt fiercely, once, twice, three times.
My ass lifted off his lap each time I took his stabbing fuck-thrusts, and my hand raced on Brian's pecker. I felt his cock stiffen in my fist and then my fingers were sopping with his blasted load.
At almost the same time Kevin's cock began to shoot. It seemed to burst and flower inside me and his cock pronged my quivering cunt deliciously, delivering its hot cargo. The fuck-juice blasted up into my hole and flowed back almost immediately, seeping from my twat-lips even as he lifted up into my snatch for another jism delivery.
I must have looked like a suffocating fish. My eyes were bugged out and my lips were flippety-flopping and I made "ga-ga" sounds into his face, but I humped to meet him and my snatch ate up his prick greedily. Every inch of his fuck-stick was shoved up into my cunt and the balls rocked and jiggled beneath the plumpness of my box.
Brian's hand was holding mine, making me jack his prick harder, relieve him of all the cream his dick wanted to spit out, and I could feel his cum dripping on my fingers in what seemed an endless stream. I could even feel it pulsing through the little vein on the underside of his rod, and I squeezed hard on that bulge as he kept shooting.
My snatch and hand were both slick and sticky when Kevin's tool finally went limp and slid from my cunt. There was an ache in my knuckles, too, when I got them uncrooked at last from their hold on Brian's cock. I lifted myself from Kevin's lap, my cunt dripping two kinds of honey, and I lay back on the floor, panting, giggling. The guys sat on either side of me, limp, wet dicks lying in their crotches.
I put my hands on my tits and squeezed the young cones. Ah, Jesus, I felt good! I wanted to stretch and writhe on the soft carpeting, to reach out with my toes and touch Kevin's out of commission rod, to do the same to Brian. My hands slid down my tummy, stroking the upper reaches of my thighs, massaging my crotch. The index and middle fingers of one hand slid through the matted wetness of my beaver and touched ever so gently the itchy lips of my slice. I felt even better.
"Who can get it up fastest?" I asked the guys. "First prize," and I pointed to my snatch. Pearly drops of Kevin's seed were glistening on the reddened slit.
Kevin grabbed his dick and shook it forcefully. His fingers pinched the knob, then jiggled his balls. He was slow in refilling, though. Brian, on the other hand, had only to rub his fingers along the barrel of his smaller tool and it began to rise like a building crane before my delighted eyes. He had a hard-on in the blinking of an eye and I grabbed him by the peter.
"You win," I said, pulling him towards me by his rod.
"What about me?" Kevin pouted, displaying a boner that had been only seconds late.
I shrugged. "We'll find a consolation prize, prob'ly." And to Brian, "How do you want it, stud?"
He looked bemused. I flipped over onto my belly, then lifted my ass and legs.
"I'm a bitch and I'm in heat," I said heroically. "Fuck me the way all bitches get fucked."
Brian hurried behind me, stabbing my crotch with his dick. His first stroke was misdirected.
"A little lower," I suggested, and Brian recharted his course.
My cunt was sloppy from the jism Kevin had just deposited there, so Brian's cock shot into my cunt balls deep on his first stroke and he began to jackrabbit in and out, fucking as if he were at a race.
"Slow down!" I hollered, thumping with my fist on the floor. "We've got all the time in the world."
I looked back over my shoulder and saw that Brian had the good grace to blush, but, even more important, he cut his pace immediately.
"Better," I purred in approval as he began to slide his cock iiiinnnn and ooouuuuutttt. And each time his cock went balls deep, our bodies jiggled together in a sideways twisting motion that made the beat of our fucking a nice, classical waltz, all told. One-two-three, one-two-three, yeah-one-two-three. He was getting better each time he danced me around.
Brian held me by the hips, swaying my butt as he plugged me, and his fingers squeezed my flesh in time with the silent music of our balling. The second time around is often the best. Everyone's gotten their rocks off already and can afford to take it easy. So it was now. The guy screwed me so casually you might almost think he'd been fucking all his life. When I looked back again, I saw that his face was all dreamy and thoughtful and he was smiling the big, happy smile of a suddenly grown-up boy.
Kevin circled us, stroking his cock and looking for an opening. I made a kissy-face in his direction and he moved towards me with that big thick dick sticking up. I didn't need an engraved invitation. As soon as he was close enough, I thrust out my tongue and began to lick his rod. In another second the tip of his dong was in my mouth and I was sucking like crazy while I took Brian's cock from behind.
Kevin's dick had a pleasant cummy taste, and some of his sperm from the last orgasm was already beginning to make sweet cheese beneath the rim of his knob. I licked it away with fast swipes of my tongue, tickled his piss-hole in the same fashion, then swallowed his tool.
He lunged upward when I took him, ramming his cock fully into my throat, stuffing me for a moment. I scraped teeth back and forth across his prick-shaft, a sharp, grinding word of caution, and he touched my head. His fingers caught the silky strands of my hair, and he began to settle down, understanding that he didn't have to move a muscle. If he merely sat on the floor like a good big boy, my head would rise and fall in perfect synchronization, drawing his cock in, releasing it, sucking all the while, and all he had to do was enjoy. I got a handful of his nuts, too, and rolled them in their bag while I sucked the tool they nurtured, and when his fingers began to pull gently at my hair, I knew we'd found the perfect system.
That knob of his tickled my palate when I swallowed, and I was glad as hell I'd had my tonsils out, else I'd never have managed to get his big prong down. The length of his prick was no trouble – six and a half inches, maybe – but he was so deliciously thick I felt stuffed full when only the clubby cock-head lay on my tongue. My head rolled as I gobbled, so that teeth and tongue worked on his tool from every angle, and he moved easily with me, never taking the full initiative but never quite letting me forget that it was his peter, after all, and my mouth its welcome host.
Meanwhile, back at the cunt, Brian was doing a sweet job of screwing. His prick slid in and out in that lazy waltz of sex, and when he wiggled inside my twat for the two-stroke, the rolling of his nuts outside my slice had my clitty in a frenzy. I could feel the little nubbin puffing up bravely and I wished that Brian would stick his finger into my gash and give my button a push or two for luck.
He didn't seem to know that was proper form in this situation, though, so I ended up doing it myself. Kevin's lap and Brian's hands were secure braces and I didn't really need to prop myself. My hand flew back to my box and I stole into the crack alongside Brian's warm, wet tool. There! The lips tingled as I joined his prick, and then I brushed my nub and it seemed that a gallon of cream was starting to pour from me as my head twitched in shock-waves of feeling.
I kept my fingers there. It seemed a good idea. They could tweak my trigger and caress Brian's cock, too, and both of us found it delightful. When my fingers touched the dangle of his tight little balls, he lunged up into my cunt, a stab that couldn't reach as far as Kevin or Roy but more than made up for it by its demonic force. He pumped fiercely and our pubes clashed together with shattering impact. I lurched forward and nearly strangled myself on Kevin's pecker. My tits burned into the carpet, the nipples stiff and red-hot, and I gurgled up my windpipe as Kevin's cock rammed down my throat.
I lifted my head, spit foaming on my lips. "Let's try it from a different angle," I said hoarsely. My throat was raw from the unexpectedly deep thrust of Kevin's prick, and I didn't think I could handle that again.
Slowly, carefully, I began to turn myself around. If Brian's cock had been longer, we might have done it without breaking our link-up, but his tool was so small that it popped out of me and the lips of my snatch seemed to groan in relief. Quickly, then, I lay down on my back, knees up, cunt lifted invitingly. Brian moved, too, for he was anxious to get back to fucking. He'd been a very good boy – his staying power had improved tremendously – and I certainly wanted him to have a nice time. I lifted myself to meet the insertion of his tool and he lay upon me, stuffing me full of cock again.
My knees closed on his ribs and my cunt muscles yanked insistently at his dick.
"Get to it," I said, and he got to it. Propping himself on arms and knees, he began to ball me with savage passion.
My crotch bucked to receive his thrusts and I missed the leisurely elegance we'd achieved fucking dog-style, but I opened my cunt to Brian and took all the meat he had to give me. My face turned towards Kevin. He knelt beside my head and guided his cock into my accepting mouth.
I had to turn my face halfway around to get a decent grip of his tool, and there was a strain on my neck, but I forgot about it as soon as I began to suck his wet dick, he slipped his leg over my chest and straddled my face. I turned to meet his shift and that made it easier.
Now I couldn't swallow his cock deeply – the angle was all wrong. But I could give his knob hell, and that I did. I caught it behind my front teeth, closed them as tightly as I could without doing permanent damage to his lovely meat, and I began to suck his cock like a big hot lollipop.
Vulgar gobbling noises rang in my ears, and it was me, who was making them. Well, what the fuck? I didn't have a particularly ladylike mouth anyway. Smack, smack, smack. Suck, suck, suck.
My tongue did flip-flops inside my mouth, whipping the end of his prick. He was a nasty sailor and I was a cat-o-nine-tails. Stand up and take your flogging, mother-fucker!
I traced the spade-like cock-head over and over, paying special attention to the flaring underside. He shuddered and moaned every time my pink tongue scraped him there, and he grabbed my head with fingers like pincers. I thought he was on the verge of throat-fucking me again in his excitement, and I knew he'd kill me if he tried it. So when I felt that insistent push, I just tightened my teeth ever so slightly. He let up his pressure and I returned to my suckling.
Brian was the one with the premature ejaculation problem but he was doing just fine. It was Kevin who grunted and stiffened and lost his cool, not to mention his balls. He poured a pint of sticky, salty pecker-snot into my sucking mouth without a bit of warning. The fact that I'd been trying to fuck the tip of his dick with the point of my tongue didn't help matters, admittedly.
His cum squirted in a series of dynamic explosions. The first two or three shot me squarely in the back of the throat, and I swallowed them automatically, but the rest of his load came in a slower, more vicious fashion, filling my cheeks before I realized it. I sloshed it in my mouth, savoring the taste of his jizz, then drank it down, too, and sucked for more.
It came, God bless him, and his dick was a cornucopia of thick, sweet fuck-cream. At first it had a salty flavor, then it grew more sugary, until at the last his jism was thin and about as tasteless as country water. I slurped down all he could give me, nibbling his cock to keep it hard.
Brian must have seen and heard me drinking Kevin's cum – could he have missed the loud smacks and gurgles as it poured down my throat? – for about the time Kevin squirted his last wad into my mouth, my cunt-plugging cousin really started humping me hard and fast. I could hear him panting and groaning as he drove himself to the breaking point, but he didn't break and neither did I. My legs tightened on him, one wrapped around his waist to pull him closer, and as Kevin rose from me, taking along his still-rigid pecker, I put my arms on Brian's shoulders and dragged him down upon me. My wet, sticky lips smooched his face but he didn't avoid them. Considerate Kevin stepped to the side to give us room to finish our screw.
"Am I doing okay?" Brian wondered, his voice breaking with the strain of his vigorous fucking.
"Fine," I gasped back, my own voice thick and muted from the remaining gobs of cum that clogged my throat and voice box.
Now I had both legs around the boy, locking us together in an embrace that wouldn't let up till we'd come. He was like a rabbit in heat, a strong young rabbit, and his cock speared my cunt again and again till I felt an aching in my very heart. Size isn't everything, I discovered then and there, making a mental note of it for future reference. A good cock was a good cock.
Brian had a good cock. And he used it nicely for a boy on his first real fuck. But could he keep going long enough to give me an orgasm? My eyes shifted from side to side and I saw Kevin on the sidelines, still holding his erect prick. It hadn't gone down yet, even though he'd just shot off in my mouth.
Brian climaxed just then, his pecker jabbing my snatch furiously as it unloaded. I felt his banging thrusts, and my cunt reflexes jerked in reply. Again I could sense the build-up of that pleasant warmth, and then the lovely shudder of my come. It was like a dream of falling, only in this dream I actually hit the ground and the sensation was indescribable. My pussy-lips sucked at his pounding dick, milking it of its load, and Brian's rod squirmed uncontrollably within my dripping cunt-hole.
As he pulled himself free, his cock gave a last spud, a big hot glob of fuck-cream splashing my tummy. I touched it with my fingertips, rubbing it into my flesh, laughing like a demented hyena. My eyes closed and I savored my orgasmic pleasure. Nice, very, very nice!
Hands touched my thighs, spreading them. I opened my eyes. Kevin was getting ready to fuck me, taking the place Brian had just vacated.
"Next player," he said with a grin.
I wanted to shout my refusal. The lips of my snatch were raw from the two screwings I'd just had. The touch of his dick on them was unbearably painful. I squirmed, shaking my head.
And then he was pronging me, driving that pecker of his with its blunt thick strength all the way up my sopping cunt-hole.
"Yes! Jeeessssuuuusss!" I screamed in a voice that made the entire fucking house echo in harmony. He was killing me with his cock but it was the only way to die.
When he came, it was with convulsive prick-jerks that damned near ripped my cunt to pieces. His balls were dry – Kevin was only going through the muscular reflexes of coming – and his face was twisted into a grimace of sheer pain. But the uncontrolled jabbing of his twitching dick made me scream again. My eyes went out and I didn't really know anything till one of the guys splashed my face with cold wine.
That finished us for the night, more or less. Kevin's cock was sore as a boil and so was my twat. Neither of us could ever think about another fuck. Not so Brian. He pranced round the room with his hard-on sticking out, and finally I had to suck him off. He claimed that he was entitled to one orgasm in my mouth, anyway, and I didn't feel like arguing with him. Instead I swilled down his cum while Kevin sat watching with a drink.
And finally I sent them both home. It had been a long, hard night, and I needed some rest. An hour after they left I was horny again.
It's like a Chinese dinner, I thought insanely, groaning as I tried to diddle my red-raw cunt. The flesh screamed when I touched it, and my clitty, though it was stiff, seemed to be avoiding the caresses of my fingers. They were nice guys, they could handle themselves okay in a tight situation – e.g. my cunt – but I didn't feel anything for them.
I was learning more about being a grown-up. Sex was so much more fun when you did it with people you liked, really liked.
Uncle Roy? I liked him. Fucking or sucking with him was a thrilling, satisfying experience that left me shattered physically and emotionally. I wasn't in love with him, but I loved him very much. Or was that a contradiction? Was it possible that I was in love with him? With my mother's husband, my brand-new stepfather? God, I thought about him almost all the tine, remembered the way he'd split my pussy with that enormous tool of his, the way he'd brought me to the most intense orgasms of my life. I could hardly wait to see him again, to catch him alone and prove to myself that I could make him drop his drawers whenever and wherever I wanted.
My body had sopped up gallons of jism tonight, Brian's and Kevin's, but already they were dim in my recollection. If I closed my eyes, I could see Roy standing naked in front of me, his cock at the ready, his eyes full of lust for me. When I hugged myself, it was as if he were on the bed, hugging me, feeling me up in anticipation of a glorious fuck that would leave both of us gasping and shivering.
"I think you're in love, Jennifer Wexford!" I told the world and the room and, most particularly, myself. Well, if I was, Mom was gonna have a fight on her hands. Know it or not, she had a rival who was prepared to use any dirty trick in the book to get what she wanted.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Roy was in the investments business, whatever that is. It has something to do with stocks and money, and I'm terrible as far as economics are concerned. I can spend money like it's going out of style, but beyond that… Anyway, he was a partner in a small, conservative firm in New York, and one of the advantages of owning your own business is that you can be choosy about taking time off. He'd drawn himself three weeks vacation for the purpose of getting married, honeymooning, and moving his new family. During the honeymoon he and Mom bought us a house in Westchester County.
We kept the house in Massillon, of course. It would make a nice summer place, and we didn't even need the money because Roy had unloaded his townhouse condominium at a hefty profit which enabled him to pay cash down for the place in Vrooder's Bridge.
Vrooder's Bridge! God, what a name for a town! It wasn't large, but it was classy enough to satisfy him and Mom, and it was pretty close to White Plains. A good neighborhood, she said, and there were good schools, too. That was very important – but I'm getting ahead of myself.
The evening they returned from the honeymoon and sprang Vrooder's Bridge on me, my mother and stepfather were chock full of surprises. For one thing, I'd be going to pubic school and living at home, once we got settled in the new place.
I nodded in agreement. I had one leg up underneath the table, and my bare toes were diddling Roy's crotch. He looked red and embarrassed, and he squirmed a lot, but Mom didn't even notice. What I noticed was the way his dick got hard when my toes squiggled on it.
I was still playing with him sneakily when Mom dropped the bombshell. "Jenni," she said with a smile that was all Mom, "Roy and I have decided that the best way to make us all a family, a real family, is for him to adopt you legally."
You could have knocked me over with a pussy-hair. I felt the blood rushing out of my head. Where it went I don't know. I thought I was going to faint on the spot.
"Adopt me?" I asked, not quite believing I'd heard her.
"What about you?" I asked Roy. "Are you anxious to become my daddy?"
Talk about blushing! I'll bet he was remembering the time he'd had his mouth on my muffin, chomping for dear life.
"Yes," he said very slowly, very deliberately. "There's nothing I'd rather be."
Lightbulbs flashed inside my head. I was beginning to get it. Adopting me would be a nifty hedge against future cuntiness on my part. He could put on a solemn face and say, "But, dear, don't you remember – by the court's decision I'm now legally your father. This would be incest. We can't." Clever!
"I'll have to think about it," I said reservedly.
Mom came around and put her hand on my shoulder. Her sweet-scented hair brushed my face and I felt one of her firm, cushiony boobs touch my arm. "I think you're old enough to know some things, Jennifer," she said in a kind voice. "Roy and I have been very close friends for a long time. He was the first man I ever loved, the only man I've ever loved. When we were young and impulsive we quarreled. Often. Once we said things that seemed unforgivable, and we swore never to speak or meet again. Both of us thought it was final, and I started seeing your Dick – and when he asked me to marry him – well, it seemed a good idea. It wasn't. Wow I'd like to repair as much of the damage as possible. Roy and I are finally together, and we want you to be with us, a part of us. Oh, Jenni!" and there were tears in her blue eyes.
So she and Roy had balled when they were in college, and then they'd gotten wild hairs up their asses and split up. Well, it was nice that they'd finally gotten straight. Certainly Mom and Daddy had never had a good marriage, not as long as I'd been around, and I hoped she had more fun this time out.
Actually, of course, she was the one who didn't have the full story. Roy's desire to adopt me was based upon his guilty conscience. He just wanted some insurance to keep me out of his pants. I suppressed a smirk as I stared across the table into his troubled face. My foot twiddled insistently on his crotch and his big dong got rock-hard. There! Before I was finished with that weak-kneed stud, he'd have something to feel guilty about.
The third day we were in Vrooder's Bridge Roy went into the city to check on things at the office. He was gone the full day and I met him at the door when he returned. I wore a smile too big to hide beneath a bushel basket and he had a greenish cast to his complexion.
"Where's your mother?" he asked. He'd been wary as hell since the wedding, going out of his way to avoid being alone with her for more than a minute or so at a time. He had reason to be on his guard.
"She's in the living room," I said, taking his hand and leading him in. "We had company today," I added over my shoulder. "Mom will tell you all about it while I fix you a nice cold drink. Vodka and tonic?"
"We had company today, Roy," Mom said, putting down her martini. "Some ladies from the neighborhood. And you'll never guess – one of them was a Mrs. Purvis, from Mill Brook. You know, the town that begins where Vrooder's Bridge ends? Well, she and Jenni began talking – Jenni roomed with a girl named Purvis last year at school – and, isn't this crazy? It turns out that Mrs. Purvis is Kendall's mother! See, Jennifer's found a friend here already."
I nearly spilled the drink on him, but his shaky fingers weren't too agile either. He gave me a suspicious look and I smiled in reply.
Mom went out to check on dinner and Roy went to his study. I tagged along, but this time he didn't shut the door in my face. He let me in, put his hands on his hips, and looked at me with his head tilted.
"This girl," he said, "Kendall – haven't I heard her name before? Is she the Kendy you told me about?"
I nodded smugly. "Kendy is short for Kendall. It's a strange name for a…"
He didn't let me finish. "The lesbian," he said.
"No, not really. She's more bi than lesbian, I think. I mean, she's done it with guys, too. She just preferred girls."
"And I suppose you'll be doing it with her now?"
"Well," I said. "It looks like a sign from heaven or something, doesn't it? I mean, I figured I'd never ever see her again, and here she is, right across the town limits. Seems to me it'd be defying fate or something. If she still wants to. I haven't seen her in months. Maybe she doesn't even remember who I am. Besides – why should you care? You've made it pretty clear that you don't want to ball around with me any more. Now you wanna be a dog in the manger for somebody else?"
He shook his head and I thought he was going to pound his fist on the desk. "You're turning into a bitch, Jenni. Sometimes I can't believe that you're your mother's daughter. Please – far my sake – don't do it."
"Look," I told him, "my mother is Carrie Dawson now, and she's your wife and you can tell her what to do. But I'm still Jenni Wexford, and you haven't adopted me yet, which I may not let you do anyway. So let me live my own life, okay? It's hard enough keeping my hands off you…"
And with that I advanced on him, those same hands reaching out to fondle and touch him. Roy seemed to shrink at my caress and he tried to push me away. I gave him a quick rabbit-punch in the crotch, then grabbed up a handful of what was hiding in his pants. His cock filled my fist as it throbbed and stiffened with sudden life and I purred into his face.
"I've been wanting to do that for such a long time," I whispered. "Let me see it. Let me touch it. Let me kiss it. I haven't forgotten how sexy your cum tastes, Roy, and I'm starving for some of it."
He shoved me and I went sprawling across the floor. He ran to me at once, asking if he'd hurt me, and I snapped back, "No, Goddamn you!" and I stormed out. I had the Purvis' unlisted number, so I dialed it and asked in my sweetest voice if Kendy might be at home. She was.
Mom went off next morning to volunteer at the Township Day Care Center. Roy went back into the city to mess around the office, and I went shopping at White Plains with Kendy and her aunt Marian.
When we finished, Marian dropped us off at our house with all our packages. I wanted to show the place to Kendy – it was suburban standard but it was also my new home and I hoped she'd be spending some time over here very soon.
Roy's car was out front when we arrived but Mom's wasn't to be seen. After I showed the kitchen and living room and Kendy had commented on the big fireplace which was really a very nice fireplace, I marched her down to Roy's study for an introduction. It was hard to keep from being unbearably smug. Especially when he swallowed noticeably and shook her hand, trying to look grave and step-fatherish, and she was eyeing him with a frankness that left me wondering. I cut the meeting short and we hotfooted into my room.
"He's not bad," Kendy said while I was putting on a stack of records. She sat on the bed playing with her reddish hair, which was long and draped her back and shoulders silkily. Her eyes were large and green, shining like emeralds in her creamy skinned face. She looked as if she'd spent the whole summer inside, for the sun hadn't made her flesh break out in freckles, the redhead's curse.
"Who?" I asked.
"Your stepfather," she replied. "Does he always wear his pants so tight? I could see the shape of his joint. He has a big dick, doesn't he? Bet you've tried him on for size."
I didn't know whether I should tell her. Not just yet, at least. Kendy couldn't always be trusted to keep a secret. Instead I went to the bed, sat down beside her, and slipped an arm round her waist.
As I hugged her tightly I said, "It's been a long time, hon. Months! Sometimes I missed you an awful lot."
Kendy shrugged nonchalantly as she leaned against me. "Seems like it was only yesterday," she said. "You know, I couldn't even remember your name when you called." So straightforwardly I believed her, till she grabbed my head, gave it a backward twist, and fell onto my face for some wicked kissing. Both of us sank onto the bed and she sucked my mouth like Dracula.
Kendy pulled on my shirttail till it slipped out of my slacks, and she put her hand underneath, on my bare stomach. Her hand roved up me till it found the lower edge of my bra, then the fingers pushed past the elastic and onto the skin of my tit. She found my nipple next, and the rolling of her fingers was so exciting I put my own hand on my tit, trapping hers beneath the shirt and bra. I didn't want her to stop, ever!
We were nicely reacquainted by the time Kendy sat up. She's really a pretty girl, and I saw her begin to unbutton herself. I couldn't wait. My hands pushed hers aside and I yanked at the buttons as I undid the front of her jumpsuit.
I slid it off her shoulders and bent to kiss her tits. She was wearing a brassiere in ultrasheer silk, and through its pink cups her even pinker nipples were obvious smears of pigment on her rounded boobs. I licked the transparent material till the nipples sprang up against my lips, and then I began to suck them through the silk. Kendy's hands cupped my cheeks as I nursed her, and I could feel her tits fluttering as she laughed and purred her delight. She was the only girl I'd ever been with, but I hadn't forgotten. Not at all.
I couldn't wait any longer. I unhooked the clasp of her bra and shucked the cups aside. Her tits jiggled as they sprang free. They shook like soft pale jelly, bouncing and bobbling at the slightest touch, and the nipples stood up straight and hard. Her teats were large, set on big smears of pink, and when stiff they were as big as my ring finger, at least three-quarters of an inch long, too. They made delicious mouthfuls, and as I sucked them I could taste the tangy flavor of her powder and perfume.
Still sucking and kissing, I used my hands to slide the jumpsuit down. Kendy lifted her ass and legs as I pulled it down her body, and then I jumped onto the floor to drag it from her wiggling feet. She lay on the bed now, wearing only a pair of sinfully tiny panties. They were nothing, really – just a waistband and a little strip of silk hiding her pubes. I pulled them down eagerly, then stopped. Since the last time I saw her Kendy had done something drastic to her personal appearance. I'd been counting on rubbing my cheeks in the clump of curly red hairs that adorned her cunt-mound, but where were those curly red hairs? Her cunt was plump and bare, the slit showing up vivid pink in the smooth pale flesh.
"What did you do?" I asked, startled beyond words.
She sat up, kicking one leg to make the panties fall to the floor, and she touched her box with a long-nailed finger.
"Like it?" she asked. "I shaved myself." That was obvious. "It's the only way to fly," she added. "Honest. The hair deadens your response. Really! Well, try it. Touch me."
I didn't need to be asked twice. Her legs were spread as she sat on the edge of the bed and I fell to my knees at once, kissing my way up her thighs towards the beckoning slice of her cunt. My fingers brushed it first, while my lips were still nibbling on her upper thighs, and Kendy gave a kittenish cry of delight that was too spine-tingling to be faked.
"See," she gasped, cupping her tits as she rocked from side to side. "Why don't you do that again?"
I did her one better. Instead of my fingers, I scraped her naked slit with the tip of my tongue. Kendy has a very small, very snug pussy. They say that a girl's mouth is an unmistakable indicator of her cunt-size. I don't know if that's true. I have a wide mouth but a tight hole. Kendy's mouth is as tiny as her snatch, though, red and bow-shaped, and it always surprised the shit out of me that she could open it wide enough to let out some of those ear-splitting wails she gives at orgasm.
The holler she made when I tongued her pussy wasn't as loud as usual, but I was just beginning. She was already wet between the cunt-lips when I got there, but she got even wetter as I started to eat her gash in earnest.
My tongue splashed in and out, ringing the tender, puffy flanges of her cunt-mouth, buzzing her clit, spearing now and ten as deeply as I could into the hole itself.
Kendy couldn't sit up for long. Before I knew it, she was lying back on the bed, her legs curled around my neck, one of her hands clawing the bedspread, the other alternately petting and pulling my hair. She got vicious as she got hotter, and some of the yanks at my hair actually brought tears to my eyes. Or was it the rough treatment she was giving me? Mightn't it really be the emotion of being with her once again?
Now don't get me wrong! I'm no lesbian, and I didn't think Kendy was either, much as she acted like one at times. But she meant something special to me, and I was certain that she liked me just as much. So it was important now that I do the best possible job on her, that I leave her on the bed too satisfied to move.
My little finger tickled her on the asshole and she wiggled where she lay, her pussy slopping itself back and forth across my face so that I didn't have to work, merely to stick out my tongue and let it scrape her cunt as she moved. Kendy had always been sensitive around the asshole. Hmmmm.
I sucked my middle finger till it glistened wet, and then dropped a bubble of spit on the puckered pink of her bung, working it into her skin with my nose. She wailed and squirmed as I did it, and I'm surprised that Roy didn't hear us and come to investigate. Of course, the records were still playing, so I guess they drowned out most of Kendy's cries.
When her shitter was moist, I prodded it with my spit-soaked middle finger. She grunted and groaned as I pushed at her asshole, and I saw her tummy heave. She was helping! With a careful twisting poke I got my finger into her butt and corkscrewed it to let her know I'd arrived. Kendy's legs twisted and turned and one of her heels thumped hard on my back. I took that for a green light and began to fuck her asshole with my finger.
She loved it. She squeaked and squealed and I saw the droplets of juice forming on the bare lips of her cunt. With my tongue I licked them away, but plenty more flowed to take their place and delight my taste buds. Kendy's cunt-cream had a spring time flavor, and every time I licked her snatch, I felt as if I were walking and loving in a green country field.
With my finger buried in her asshole, pumping back and forth, I began to slurp full lime at her juicy hole. It felt so weird to have my cheeks rubbing on her bare cunt-flesh. I missed her pussy hair at first, but the more I rubbed and licked and tongued, the more I knew what she meant about its effect on sensitivity. Kendy was having one little orgasm after another, her tits heaving as she came and came and came again. They were small comes, true, but the cumulative effect was remarkable. Her voice got hoarse as she begged me to keep on sucking her snatch, and her fingers throbbed as they touched my face.
It was having its effect on me, too. My cunt was hot as a pistol and with my free hand I reached down to stroke it. The first touch almost made me jump right up from the floor. My clit was stiff and sorr already and even the touch of my fingers on the fuzz-covered outer labes was unbearable. Oh, God, I thought. Maybe I really should become a lesbian. It seems so much more exciting, so much easier…
And Kendy's hole was enough to addict any girl. As she kept on coming, again and again in little bursts of pussy-twitches that vibrated on my lancing tongue, she eluded the most delicious pussy-cream, wet and tangy and soul-stirring. I puddled in it and hoarded the flavor in my mouth lest I ever forget it.
My finger was still poking her in the asshole, diving as deeply as it could go, and the steady pressure seemed to make her convulse orgasmically. I pulled it out suddenly, without warning, and there was a sound like the popping of a champagne bottle cork, along with the faintest whiff of shit smell. My finger wasn't brown, so I wondered if she might have faded. If she hadn't, it was about the only thing she wasn't doing. Kendy was sobbing and bucking and her legs were holding my face tight against her pussy.
Suddenly the feminine smell of her was so intense I just couldn't breathe any longer. I had to fight myself free of her cunt and let her go. But I'd gotten her good, and she should have no complaints.
She didn't have any. As I climbed onto my shaky feet, she lay twitching on the bed still, rolling from side to side, grabbing and squeezing at her titties. Her hair was a mess, silky strands of red fallen over her face and into her open mouth, and she looked like a well-fucked whore on a bed of sin.



CHAPTER EIGHT


By the time I changed the records on the stereo, she had come most of the way down. She sat up all trembly and excited, combing her hair with her hands, her body glowing a satisfied pink.
"Nice way to say hello," she laughed.
We sat and cuddled and talked awhile. Maybe she could talk her mother into letting her go to public school here this fall, with me. That would be super! Otherwise, we'd only see one another when she was home on vacation, which meant a long time between drinks.
I didn't like her seeming preoccupation with Roy. She'd meet him just briefly, but she wanted to know all about him.
"I thought you were a dyke," I chided, fingering her snatch till she pushed my hand away.
"Don't! My cunt is fucking raw!" She kissed me to show she had no hard feelings, and she went on. "You know Goddamned well I'm no more a dyke than you are. But he's so good-looking, so mature, so sexy. And unless I miss my guess he's hung like a bull. I could really get off balling him. Would it bother you if I tried?"
"Why should it?" I asked, stifling my alarm.
She shrugged. "I don't know. He's your stepfather. And the way you looked at him when you introduced us. Like you were gloating. Does he know about you and me? The way he looked at me, I couldn't help thinking he did."
"Jeez, Jenni, did you ever notice how much you look like him? You're cuter, sure, but if his hair was a little lighter, it'd be a perfect color match for yours. And your eyes. Turn your head. Yeah. Your nose, too. Maybe that's why he interests me, because he looks so much like you." Her eyebrows lifted quizzically, and the green eyes were like secluded pools in a virgin forest. "Are you sure he's just your stepfather? Not Rodger the Lodger, by God?"
"Oh, fuck off!" I giggled, unable to control my laughter. "It's a tragic story, you silly bitch." And I told her all about Mom and Roy. "Besides, young stuff isn't his bag. He's so fucking archaic…" I stopped. I'd said too much already, and Kendy hadn't missed a word.
"So you've been trying," she snickered. "Nasty, nasty! Good girls don't go around balling their stepfathers. Where are your morals, Jennifer?"
"Who do good girls go around balling?" I wondered.
"Me, if they play their cards right," she sighed. "I love to ball good girls. One, especially." And with that she put me on my back, undressing, kissing, feeling. She stripped me to the skin and touched me where it felt best. Her fingers twined in my hair, caressed my tits, moved down to my honey-gold beaver, and a question began to form on her lips.
I knew what it would be but I let her ask anyway. "Shave me?" I asked. "Why, for Christ's sake?"
"You'll love it," she promised. "Besides, Roy is going to be very partial to hairless gashes when I get through with him. The feedback will help you."
Why, the conceited little twat! What made her think Roy would ever give her a tumble? I wouldn't let him! Kendy might be my favorite girl in all the world, but that didn't mean I was ready to share my favorite man with her. Not just yet, anyway.
But when she went to the bathroom adjoining, I went with her, docile and curious. Maybe shaving my cunt would be just the thing. Her bare prettiness turned me on, and so might mine do to Roy.
Kendy sat me down on the edge of the tub and had me spread. I did, while she put a fresh blade in my razor and lathered her hands with soap. Her fingers tickled when she soaped my beaver up, and it probably wasn't necessary for her to stick two of them inside my twat. It was no accident, because she giggled and screwed with them till I moaned and she reluctantly stopped.
The whole process took not more than ten minutes, and when she wiped away the remaining suds, I could see my pussy, shining naked as a baby's.
"Gee," I said. "It looks funny."
Kendy reached out with her fingers. Her touch was electric upon the newly bared flesh of my cunt-mound. I'd never had an especially hairy pussy, but I hadn't been bald down there since I was eleven or twelve. To have the skin naked now, and to have that freshly naked skin touched by her fingers. I grabbed her hand and pulled it against my gash. "Do me now!" I said. "Here, now."
Kendy didn't answer. She fought her hand free and replaced it with her mouth. Her lips parted as widely as they could and her teeth scraped my shaving stubble and her tongue glided up and down the velvety crease of my slit.
Being eaten by Kendy was like sitting in the middle of a symphony orchestra. She was the only girl I'd ever loved, but she was no virgin, sexwise, when she met me. And she'd profited by her experience. Of course it was I who was profiting now, as I jerked in delight with each stab of her tongue in my slit.
She bit the lips of my pussy, spread them with her fingers and sucked on the cunt meat inside till the rubbery red flesh seemed to be melting into ooze. Her fingers were strong as they split my gash, and my cunt-lips felt as if they were tearing, but they weren't. She parted them to their widest and tried to stick her whole face into my cunt! I felt her nose prodding at my cunt-hole, felt it being jostled by her sharp little chin, and from time to time she seized my clitty in her teeth, holding it gingerly but firmly.
It was too lovely for words! I held her head and tried to pull her inside my cunt so that Kendy could suck me from labes to womb and back again. She moaned into my split cunt and the flutter of her lips made me ache from head to toes. My nipples were out, big and hard, and if my neck could have stood the strain and twisting, I'd have leaned over and sucked them myself. As it was, I took them in my fingers and squeezed like hell, digging the soft yielding flesh, torturing myself to make the delight so much more intense.
Kendy pulled her face away from my box and arched up on her knees. What was she going to do? She'd quit eating my cunt, the slut! I was ready to cuff her cheeks and make her get back to work when I saw her take one plump titty in hand. She leaned into my spread crotch, tit leading, and I felt the nipple tease the lips of my cunt. "Oh," I whined softly.
And she fucked me with that long, thick nipple of hers! It squiggled between my split pussy-flaps, wormed around inside, seeming to grow longer and thicker as she probed with it.
In my mouth her nipple was delicious. In my cunt her nipple was heavenly! Kendy worked on my snatch with it for what seemed an eternity, then she replaced it with her other jug. And she giggled and laughed as she screwed me with her tits, apparently on the verge of a fresh, big orgasm herself.
"Oh, come up here, you bitch!" I whispered shrilly, and I lifted her by the shoulders.
Kendy rose easily and anxiously, her mouth brushing back and forth on mine. She tasted scrumptious, for her lips were wet with my cunt-cream, and I licked it away joyfully.
"Now let me…" and I bent my head, drawing one of her stiff wet nipples inside. Here the taste of my pussy was even stronger and I drank it down my gullet hungrily. I must have chewed and bitten her tits, too, for she moaned and tried to fight herself free.
But I mollified Kendy with a finger that stabbed right into her cunt and she began to hump it in a frenzy of eagerness, bouncing up and down. Her left hand wrapped around my back and pulled me closer to the tit that already clogged my mouth, and she used her right hand to prong my cunt.
We rocked and reeled there, where I sat on the edge of the tub, and since we didn't fall and bash our heads on the porcelain, I can only assume that there must really be a God somewhere who looks after horny young girls. How we'd ever untangle the knot we were in I couldn't guess. It didn't even seem important as we bucked and fucked oar way to a come that left both of us gasping on the fuzzy floor rug.
When we bounced to the floor, her head was pointing one way and mine the other. I took that as a sign from above, so I threw myself onto her pussy for some more eating. She whined in protest, but she opened her legs all the same and her shaven gash winked wide for my fingers and tongue. At the same time I rammed her face with my own cunt and she took a hearty mouthful.
I stabbed her cunt-hole with my fingers while I sucked, her clitty, and that stubby lump was so warm and wet I could scarcely hold it between my lips. "Come on, you bastard," I told it again and again while I tried to capture it, and the flutter of my words must have been shock-waves in the narrow constriction of Kendy's pussy. Each time I spoke, each time I breathed, even, she jerked in response and soaked my fingers with juice.
She's peeing on me, I thought, and she was! I could smell the unmistakable odor and it was making a wet puddle on my arms and on the floor beneath us.
I didn't even think about the hazards of licking the stuff. I just smashed my face into her cunt and tongued her box for all I was worth. The flow of her piss ceased anyway, leaving behind only its strong but pleasant scent, and it didn't taste half-bad either, when I licked away the salty drops that still moistened her gash.
She knew she was pissing herself and it seemed to drive her crazy. I felt her bite my clitoris and I moaned loud and long, half-afraid she'd ruined my passion-bud. But I was too far gone to worry about it, so I just kept whipping her face with my scorching, wet, newly bald cunt, giving her no choice but to dish out more of that fine, funky gobbling. Till I exploded like a bursting star, and it was all over, baby!
I couldn't repress the twitching of my face long enough to kiss her. I just rolled onto my back and shook and trembled on the floor, half in a puddle of piss, my finger still buried knuckle deep in her sucking, ripping cunt-hole. It was all right.
We cleaned ourselves up, of course, and we wiped up the floor, too. Then it was into the tub for a quick bath, and the touch of her soft, insinuating fingers on my bald cunt-mound was almost a directive for us to get it on once more. I fought the impulse, and so did Kendy, for we were both too fucking tired to even think about more fucking. We dried each other gingerly, trying not to arouse, and we got dressed.
"You know," she said with a smug smile, "you've never even asked me about the boy situation around these parts. Or have you gone lesbo full-time now? Or are you getting your kicks already and don't need to scout out local talent?"
She was starting it again. Somehow the cute little slut had figured out that I must be a bit more than a stepdaughter to Roy. I didn't think she'd make any trouble, but I didn't want to discuss it either.
And then she had to go. It was almost three. How long had we been screwing anyway? No more than an hour, ninety minutes at tops. The way my cunt felt, it seemed more like two or three days. I was walking bowlegged and so was my red-headed darling Kendall Purvis. No finer way to celebrate living in a new house and a new town, though!
I kissed her good-bye at the front door. Roy was in the doorway to his study, watching us, and I stole a peek at him. His face got red as hell when he saw the way I kissed her, so I made it a good, long kiss for his benefit. Kendy saw him, too, and she took special care to rub her tits against mine. We'd both left off our bras after sexing, and I could feel her nipples strong and stiff and big in the front of her jumpsuit, and I'm sure she could feel mine, too, poking through the T-shirt I'd slipped on.
"See you tomorrow, maybe?" Kendy said. "Why don't you come over? Mom's gonna be away, at that dumb day-care center, and I hate to be alone."
"Bet your ass," I said huskily.
"He's still watching," she whispered into my ear, "and he looks jealous! Jennifer Wexford, if you don't want him, I think I'm going to take him!" Her head pulled away and she started to go. "Oh," she said as an afterthought, "you'll have to touch yourself up every couple of days. Wouldn't want to leave stubble bums on a friend's cheeks, would you?"
"Come in here," Roy said sharply as I closed the door behind Kendy, and I meekly obeyed, creamed out for the time being. Sometime after dinner, when my tummy was full and my body at ease, I'd certainly find myself eyeing Roy and wondering how I could conspire to get his dick up my cunt. But right now? I could care less.
"Sit down," he said, pointing to the chair at his desk. I slouched while he leaned up against the bookshelves. His arms were folded on his stomach and he regarded me the way a housemaid might look at ten cents worth of spilled beer on the carpet.
"So. I couldn't help hearing, you know, in spite of the screeching music you were playing for cover-up noise. For God's sake, Jenni, don't be so blatant about it when your mother's at home. She thinks you're the same sweet, innocent baby she brought home from the hospital." He smote his fist on the bookcase. "Good Christ! I don't understand the world any more! When I was your age, girls were quiet and shy and – they were girls. And today, what do we find? You and your skinny-assed red-headed lesbian friend, both of you pushing fifteen, both of you with no more decency or morals than a whore! No! I'll take that back! The sluttiest whore in Seoul would look like Jackie Onassis compared to you."
"That's pretty rough," I said. I wasn't smiling. His words cut me. And where did he get off being so high and mighty moral? He'd fucked me, hadn't he? Maybe I'd started it, but he never bothered to put away his hard-on and turn me down.
"How else would anyone describe you? You'll go to bed with anything on two legs. You've hounded me from the first time we were together, and I know there were others before me. Now-now, you're so lacking in common decency as to bed down with a cheap little teen-aged lesbian while I sit here listening to the disgusting sounds of it."
"You could have joined us," I said. "My bed's plenty big enough for three. Then we wouldn't have been lesbians, would we? We'd have been an orgy."
I thought he was going to hit me. Really! His fist clenched and went all white, and the muscles of his neck stuck out vividly.
But I was brave and just a little pissed off. "Besides, Kendy isn't a lesbian. She's my friend, which is apparently more than I can say for you. Sure, we like to screw around together, and I think she likes girls more than she likes guys. On the other hand, she keeps telling me that she'd like to put the make on you. How does that sound, Uncle Roy? Would you enjoy fucking Kendy? Take your big cock and just eeeeeaasssse it up her? Her cunt's tight, a lot tighter than mine, really. You'd have to be careful or you might hurt her. So how does it sound? Would you like me to pimp her out to you?"
That was when he did hit me. Hard. Really hard. The crack was like a gunshot and my face stung and my eyes filled with burning tears. I'd bitten myself from surprise when he hit me, too, and I could taste the sour drops of blood on my lower lip.
"You bastard," I said, tight-throated. "You rotten, lousy bastard! I hope you die! I hope your cock shrivels up and your Goddamned balls drop off, one at a time!"
I jumped from the chair, intending to leave the room at once. In another minute I might grab the letter opener on the desk and stab him with it. But first I'd cut his cock off, and I'd make him watch.
He grabbed me and I fought him, but none of my blows or kicks contacted. He was bigger, stronger, and he held me the way a pin holds an exhibited butterfly.
"Jenni, please," he said, "I didn't mean to hit you – I couldn't hurt you – please, listen – you don't know – I…"
"LET GO!" I was kicking and screaming now. "I wouldn't ball you again if you were the last man on earth! I'd find a dog, or a gorilla, or a fucking pig, and I'd screw its ass off in front of you, but I wouldn't touch you to save your life!"
He twisted my wrist, and it hurt so much I couldn't scream. His face came in close, big, imposing, his lips trembling as he searched for words to speak. "Jennifer, please – I don't know what I'm saying, doing – everything is confused – sometimes I want you so much, want you in my arms, in my bed, and sometimes I know that I can't, that we can't, that it's too terrible…"
"Huh?"
He seemed to regain some composure as I stopped struggling. "It's you," he said, "and I have my responsibilities to you, to your mother. But I'm a man, Jenni. I have urges and desires. Goddamn it, I want to be your father, the way I should be, but…"
"Well, you're not," I snapped, taking advantage of what seemed to be a weakness in his offense. "So don't come on with any daddy shit. I'll live my life and you live yours. Right? And if I want to fuck a girl friend or a boy friend, you live with it. Right? 'Course, if you find any of those urges getting too strong to control, you know where to find me. Room at the far end of the house. Knock twice and say 'Peter sent me'." I was turning away, throwing the words over my shoulder, when he grabbed me and spun me around so fast I nearly fell over. Roy backhanded me savagely, two or three times, and when my vision cleared, I didn't recognize his face any longer.
"All right," he said, "if that's the only way you can be reached. I don't care any more. Why should I kill myself by degrees when I can do it all at once."



CHAPTER NINE


"Look," I said, squirming, "I really don't feel like it, if it's all the same to you…"
He twisted my arm again and I bent halfway to the floor. "You little bitch," he said hoarsely, "you don't have any say in this. You've been asking for it, and now you're going to get it."
He forced me to turn around, and his hands found my tits. They were heaving beneath my thin T-shirt and he fondled them brutally, savaging the nipples which were erect in spite of my discomfort. And as he held me backwards against him I could feel the growing stiffness of a hard-on in his pants, a big hard-on. God, I'd almost forgotten how really big his cock was!
Roy turned me around once more, so that I was facing him. His countenance was twisted and – almost – tortured in its expression. I really didn't know him any more. Where was the shy older stud I'd boldly seduced and wickedly teased? He was gone, and a stranger filled his shoes.
Oh, I thought, I think he's going to rape me!
"On your knees, bitch!" he snapped. "I want you to suck my cock!"
There was no question about me doing it. His strong arms bent me to the floor and I knelt in fear. My fingers touched the bulging front of his pants, fondling the big hard tool that lurked inside, and I traced its outline with my lips.
"NO!" he barked. "I said suck my cock, and that's what I meant!"
He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled till my eyes stung with salty wetness. I unzipped him quickly, anything to stop that wrenching pain.
It was a struggle to free his cock of his shorts and get it through the undone fly, but when I did at last, the effort seemed worthwhile. His big red tool stuck out enormously through his unzipped pants, and there was a tiny drop of wetness gleaming on the huge knob. I touched it playfully with my tongue, licking away the tasteless driplet of his pre-cum, and I began to kiss and tongue him up and down the shaft. Again a savage pull on my hair, and my mouth opened in an O of hurt.
Roy punctuated that O with a fierce thrust of his cock, a driving, impaling stab that filled me with his prick and almost strangled me. I gagged as he shoved too hard at the back of my throat and for a sick moment I was positive I'd puke my guts all over him.
"Suck it, bitch!" he growled, and before I had time to begin sucking, Roy started to ram his dick in and out of me.
It hurt, believe me, it hurt. He seemed to have no concern for me, as a person, as a sex partner. All that mattered was ramming my mouth with his cock. And when his knob banged into my throat, forcing me to swallow it whether I wanted or not, I felt as if I were nothing more than a big wet fist for him to masturbate in.
His hands held my skull in place and there was nothing for me to do but limber my throat and let him fuck my face. Jesus, this wasn't the way I'd hoped it would be! Why couldn't we just hop into bed and screw delightfully till we both exploded in big shuddering comes of joy? Why did he have to treat me like a street-corner whore?
It was his stupid, archaic sense of morality. Just because he was married to my mom, I was off limits. A big No Trespassing sign hung from my tits and another guarded the entryway to my snatch.
So what? I didn't care. I was willing to be lovey with him, and I really didn't need any commitments. He could have Mom full-time, whenever, wherever he wanted, but I craved him, too. Why couldn't he see that? Any other man would have thought he was in paradise if he took over a house with two women like me and Mom. Any other man would have bent over backwards to keep both of us happy, and himself, too, in the bargain. Mom was prime-quality pussy, and I was a choice piece of teen-age – tall, ready to go and hot to trot. Why couldn't he understand that simple biological fact? Why did he have to stand there now, raping me in the mouth instead of making love to me?
I hated him. If I'd dared, I'd have bitten his cock and left a memorable scar. But I didn't dare. He was in a savage, violent mood. What would he do to me if I resisted him?
And after all, I had been scheming and plotting to get at him. I should have been in seventh heaven now that I had him. But my jaws ached from the strain of sucking his cock and I was so busy working my throat that I didn't have time to be happy. His fuck-action gathered speed like a train coming down a mountainside, and I could only hope that he wouldn't be much longer at his sport.
His fingers dug into my skull with almost enough force to crush the bones, and I saw black, as if I were going to faint on the spot. My knees were stiff from being bent and pressed on the floor, and my feet ached, too. But nothing in my body had ever been as sore as my mouth was from the brutal lunges of his cock.
I couldn't repress my moans of discomfort and pain as Roy kept screwing my mouth. The soft whines must have vibrated sexily along the barrel of his plunging prick, because I felt its tempo increase even more noticeably when I whimpered my muted protests. He was excited now, and I could only endure it.
"Come on, you little bitch!" he panted breathlessly. "You wanted to suck it -now suck it!"
And the ramming jabs he gave me left no other alternative. I had to suck his cock or be murdered by it, and I didn't want to be murdered.
Candidly, though, it wasn't so bad. All girls have secret fantasies about being raped, even girls my age. There's a certain unspeakable thrill in the thought of being totally at the mercy of some strong, big man with a strong, big cock, to know that he has the power and the inclination to take you as he pleases, that your sexuality has turned him into a ravening, horny beast totally beyond your control.
As I kept receiving his thrusts, I started to call up those old fantasies and images, and I found myself beginning to get warm and wet all over. The sweat oozed through my pores, my underarms were sopping, and as I swayed where I knelt, I could feel a moist tingling in the pit of my crotch. I swayed some more, to intensify that tingly feeling, and my hands clutched at Roy's ass. If only he'd dropped his pants, I thought, this might be really neat, but he'd only unzipped and forced me to tug out his cock, so each time he jammed all of his prick in my mouth, the tab of his fly scraped my chin, and I didn't like that.
Arousal built in me. I was getting hotter and hotter, and I didn't hate Roy any more. Not consciously. Instead I became obsessed with the need to give him the best head he'd ever gotten. I wanted Roy to remember this experience forever and to know that even at his most brutal and callous I loved and wanted him.
My hands tightened on his ass and I began to twist my head in a wobble as he stuffed it with fresh fuck-strokes. My lips experimented with snug and loose holds, and I tried to get my tongue into action, though by now he was fucking so fast and hard my tongue was pretty useless. Still I managed to swipe his rod provocatively with it as he continued to ram in and out, and I felt his ass muscles throb and ripple as he realized what I was doing.
"Goddamn you, Jenni!" he moaned gruffly, relaxing some of the finger pressure on my temples. He was still fucking my throat, but, imperceptibly at first and then quite noticeably, his strokes became gentler, more lingering. Now he wasn't bruising my gullet with his knob. It was an easier kind of pumping, one that let me respond with loving tongue caresses, with clever sucking swallows.
He weakened. As the slurps and smacks of my mouth became louder and more prolonged, I heard Roy make a choked sound and I knew it signified his surrender. Atta girl, Jenni, I told myself with egotistical pride. One minute I'd been a raped, ravaged sex victim, and the very next I was back in my normal role of teen-aged man-eater, eating my favorite man.
I began to hum as I sucked his prick. The throbbing flutters vibrated along his shaft and it excited him. He gave me more peter, and faster, but not with the cruel energy of before. It filled me beautifully and I sucked his cock fiercely when it was buried, damning the scrape of his zipper on my face, and then he'd pull back so that I was sucking but the tip of his rod. And, of course, in again to fill me up once more.
It couldn't last. He'd worked himself to fever pitch when he was in control of things, and after I took charge, the absolutely sinful mouth-action I dished out was like a determined bee worrying his honey sack. My lower lip felt the tell-tale swelling of his cum-duct and I knew it was time to open up for a big drink of jizz.
He came like a broken water main, drenching me with more sperm than anyone else had ever given me anywhere. It filled my mouth and dripped from my lips and, even though I tried to scoop the overflow back inside, there was so much I couldn't hope to drink up half of Roy's cock-cream. I didn't care. I swallowed what I could and let the rest ooze and drip. I wanted him to see me that way, with his cum hanging in strings from my mouth and my pink tongue coated white with his load. Maybe it would teach him a lesson.
His cock shuddered and squirted its last, but the steely firmness of his hard-on refused to go down. I sucked at his prick for another minute or two, nurturing that persistent boner, and then I climbed to my feet. Roy's pole lanced out through his open zipper, wet and red, smeared with traces of his cum, and I patted it as I trapped his eyes in the stare of my own.
"See?" I told him. "You can't fight it. I'm too much for you."
He shivered visibly, his face went white, and he looked as if he were going to be sick. When he raised his head, there was a fresh madness in his eyes, a more burning, glaring demon even than he'd had before.
"You're still playing games, aren't you, Jenni?" he said tight-lipped.
I laughed, wiping up his cum with my fingers and sucking them clean.
"You haven't learned a Goddamned thing." Me? He was the one who needed to be taught a lesson. I told him so, and he seemed to go crazy before my eyes.
He reached down and took hold of his stiff prick, which even a massive eruption inside my mouth hadn't calmed down. I wondered, when his fist closed around it, if he were about to jerk off in front of me. Would that be a sign of contempt? A show of defiance? I waited expectantly.
But he didn't. He let go of his cock as soon as he'd grasped it, and he reached for me instead. Before I knew what was up, he had me bent forward over the edge of his desk. Papers and books and the big desk blotter slid to the floor as my hands skidded, and the sharp edge of the desktop cut into my belly.
Roy pinned me there and he yanked at my pants, pulling them and my undies down in one quick lunge that left me gasping.
"Hey!" I yelled. "What the fuck do you think you're doing now?"
He pulled one leg out of the fallen garments and spread me wide with his body. My ass was up and my head was down, and his middle pressed me from behind. Even when I looked back, I couldn't see anything.
"I'll show you what the fuck I'm doing," he snapped in a dippy tone that reeked of lunacy. My God, I thought. He's gone freako! Absolutely freako!
His cock was sticking out of his pants and he buried it in my uplifted pussy with one sharp, burning stroke. My cunt was a bit sore still from all that playing with Kendy, and he hurt me when he jammed his cock inside my hole. I screamed and my head shook in protest.
"Stop it!" I hollered. "I'll kill you if you don't stop!"
He didn't stop and I didn't kill him. I was trapped, in no position to do anything. It was a standing doggie, more or less, though I wasn't quite standing. My cunt was raised perfectly – they call it the "presentation position" when our four legged friends fuck, and I felt like a heifer being serviced by a bull right then.
Roy reamed me with his cock, sucking it in and out of my cunt. My hole was wet enough, but tender as a bullet-wound, too, and my vision went from normal to red in record time. Finally I tried to close my eyes to blot out the weird color effects that passed before them, but that didn't do a Goddamned thing about the agony of what the son of a bitch was doing to me.
"I should have done this a long time ago," he told me. "I should have fucked the shit out of you, shown you what it means to be a woman and to be taken by a man. You're not a woman. You're just a little girl who's grown up too fast for her own good. Well, you're going to take it like a woman all the same. I'm going to fuck your ass off!"
It felt like he was doing just that. I groaned and whined each time he plumbed me deeply with that big cunt-poker of his, and it was worse yet when he drew back, because I knew the next stroke would be more hellishly agonizing than the last had been.
"Stop, please, stop!" I whispered shrilly. "No more! You're hurting me too much!"
He stopped. Thank God, I thought, he's going to quit!
"You need to be hurt," he said coolly, the cleverest madman on the whole East Coast. "You need to be taught a lesson for once and all." Then he rammed me again, wiggling his cock inside my cunt where it was buried full-length. My throat was as raw as my pussy and I couldn't even scream now.
"You need to find out just how green you are," he said in that same cool tone. He pulled his cock out of my box, all the way out, and I whewed softly, hoping it was over. It wasn't.
I felt the tip of his knob bump my asshole and I thought surely he'd only missed his mark. But when it began to dig at my tight shitter, I knew, sickly, just what he had in mind now.
"No, please," I begged, "not there – it's too tight – I've never been screwed in the ass before. You'll hurt me…"
"Good." The finality of his tone.
I closed my eyes as he began to work earnestly. His dick was dripping-wet, from my sucking, from his first come, from his humping in my cunt, and he rubbed greasily at my tight bung. I couldn't help remembering how once I'd planned to offer him my ass, the only cherry I had left, as a special treat because I loved him so much. Now, now he was about to take it, and I wasn't ready. Where once I'd planned a deliciously erotic experience, I was about to receive something terrible and degrading. It wasn't fair!
"No, no, no," I muttered again and again, my ass swaying as I tried to evade the probes of his dick. But I couldn't sway much, because he was behind me, his thighs spreading my legs. Roy had a clear shot at my asshole, where it lifted into the air, and he had determination. What else did he need?
For one thing, a big stiff dick. But he had that, too, and I found out unforgettably just how big and how stiff it was in truth as he began to work the knob past my clinging sphincter. The muscles strained in resistance – it was like trying to shit yourself out of a spell of constipation – but his prick was so big, so hard. He pushed more viciously – I fought him with my body. And he broke the ring of my asshole and his knob slid in. My teeth chattered and my entire body seemed to have gone icy. My legs were stretched straight, the toes brittle enough to break off, and I wouldn't want to have seen my face at that moment. It must have been strained and tense and ugly, the way I felt inside.
"There!" he announced. "Loosen up and take it! My cock's wedged in your asshole – there's no way you can get it out now, Jenni – I'm going to fuck the shit out of you and I hope you like it!"
He pushed me, and I slid forward as far as I could in a vain effort to escape the prodding of his dong, but the edge of the desk prevented me from moving far. So, in the end, there was really no way around it. If I were to be fucked in the ass, then I'd just have to be fucked in the ass.
Christ, it hurt! His cock moved into my butt with infinite slowness, gaining no more than half an inch at a plunge. I heard him groan and curse at my tightness, and he cumed me with vile names and thoughts, as if it were my fault his cock was being squeezed so constrictingly.
But I didn't really listen to the names he called me. I knew that I wasn't a whore or a bitch or a tight-assed slut. It was only Roy's archaic values, the inner quirks that kept him from taking a piece of tail from me and enjoying it for what it was worth.
He was splitting me with his prick, tearing slowly but surely at the snug tightness of my asshole. God almighty, was it really meant for girls to be screwed in the ass? It hurt so much, how could it be right?
My fist clenched and unclenched as I reeled with the pain. Still penetrating, Roy's cock was only about halfway up my butt by then, and I wondered if I could stay conscious long enough for him to get the rest of his tool inside. Wouldn't I pass out first? Big deal! He'd just finish the job on my senseless body.
"No more!" I pleaded. "I can't take any more!"
"If you want to be a big girl, Jenni, you'll have to take it all," he sneered back. "All." And he pushed harder at my asshole.
Something seemed to snap inside me when I felt that determined shove. My guts turned to jelly and my flesh melted, and Roy suddenly slid home, rapping my ass with his crotch.
"Oh," I said, knowing that I'd been buggered all the way, and then I screamed. "AAAHHNNNHHH!"
My fists beat the hardwood desk, bruising me, but the more my hands ached the harder I rapped. Roy was beginning to cornhole me for real now, his cock moving more easily in my asshole as he pulled back for another thrust.
"And when did you shave yourself?" he asked. "That's a whore's game, Jenni. Hookers shave themselves. It lets them pretend they're innocent little girls again, with no hair on their cunts and no foul thoughts in their minds. Did some hooker teach you to do that? What's wrong, little girl? You're not talking. Say something," and he italicized the word with a poke of his tool that made my teeth rattle. He drove deep and hard, and I knew the tip of his meat must be plunging around in the vicinity of my lower intestines now. Today's lunch jiggled uncomfortably when he pronged me and I thought I might dump my cookies on the floor.
I couldn't talk, could scarcely move. I could only feel, feel the splitting insertions of his cock. How had I ever thought it beautiful? Maybe it was a lovely tool for sucking and fucking, but it ravaged my ass like a demon from hell and I wished Roy and his big pecker were both in hell now, scorching on the hottest griddle available.
"Just as I thought," he puffed. The exertion was getting to him, as well it should, driving his big pole into such a tight socket. "You're still a little girl pretending she's a woman. Well, how do you like grown-up games, Jennifer?"
"Fuck you!" I groaned.
He touched my pussy as he fucked his cock deep once more. His fingers slid across my shaven gash, one of them boldly moving inside. I gulped to feel his knuckles swallowed up by my cunt, and I whined when he began to jab my hole deeply.
"Enough," I whispered, "please, it's enough. I've learned my lesson – I swear to God – I'll never bother you again."
"Not yet," he said in reply, his voice almost pleasant. "You haven't had enough till I say you've had enough. And I won't say so until I've had enough. My balls are full of cum and I want you to have a little of it. Aren't you a big enough girl to take some of my sperm?"
"Yes," I panted, "yes, I'm a big enough girl for that. Please, come inside me. I want to feel your cock exploding."
He couldn't guess how much I wanted it, for it would mean that this horrible encounter was finished. And I meant what I said. I'd never bother him again. I'd kill him, but I wouldn't bother him.
"How about if I move faster?" he wondered, doing just that. It was too much to bear. I screamed and wept and endured as best I could. His finger moved more provocatively in my cunt. He'd found my clit now, and he was teasing it brutally, as if he meant – oh, God, as if he meant to give me an orgasm, too! Or would he build me up to the verge of a come and let me drop after he'd blown his own nuts? It would be sadistic and unfair, and I was certain that was his plan.
As much as I could, I squiggled against him, forcing him to finger my clit again and again. I'd not be cheated of my come. He fondled my cunt absentmindedly, most of his attention devoted to buggering me, and in spite of the discomfort I could feel a nice fluttery tingle beginning inside. Just a little longer – give my clit two or three more hard rubs – I'd cream and surprise the shit out of him. It wasn't to be. Not that way at least. Roy suddenly quivered behind me and I felt the gushing spurts as his tool dumped its cum inside my ass. He jerked and shuddered as he came, and his boiling fuck-cream filled my guts with each shot. His finger abandoned clit-twiddling as he concentrated fully upon emptying his balls, and I writhed on the desk, hovering on the brink of an orgasm but just missing it.
"Please," I whimpered in desperation, "touch my pussy again! I'm almost there! Roy, make me come!"
Instead he pulled his dick from my asshole, and the absence of his thick tool was nearly as hard for me to bear as its first thrustings had been. He stood behind me, panting, laughing softly, stroking his wet, brown-smeared prick, and I knew he was laughing at me, that he was sure he'd won. Maybe he had.
"So?" he grinned as I looked back at him with imploring eyes. "How do you like my kind of games?"
I turned around, my back braced against the sharp edge of the desk, and I jabbed fingers into my cunt. I wanted to come. The hunger gnawed me from the inside out and it had to be satisfied. His cum dripped from my asshole, which was sorer now than I could have believed possible, but when I fumbled with my clit, the little nub seemed to have grown as big as one of Roy's balls.
"Ohhhh," I moaned, fingering my cunt shamelessly before him. I was a slut, just as he'd said, and I used myself like a slut, not caring that he was watching and grinning. My fingers slid in and out of my raw, slick, wet gash, abusing my clitty in their passage, and my tits lifted and fell beneath the T-shirt as I battled toward the release I needed.
"Almost," I said hoarsely, triumphantly, staring him full in the eyes. The orgasm was there, inside me, waiting. Sweat dripped from my hair, across my forehead, into my eyes, and I blinked as my vision was obscured by a watery glaze. My lips opened and closed of their own volition as I sucked in a deep breath and used my fingers ever so slightly harder – "Ohh! Ohhh! Cooommiiinngggg!!" It hit me in the guts like a cannonball, twisting me inside out. I reeled with its forceful driving energy, and Roy caught me with his big hands. His face was cloudy again, as it always seemed to be around me, and I could see his own triumph fading visibly.
He braced me with his hands as I rocked and shuddered and gurgled and giggled, and my release soared to heights beyond anything I'd ever felt before. And as he held me upright, I continued to flog my cunt, for it still ached with a yearning pain that was almost unbelievable, and my come seemed to last an eternity, ripple after ripple vibrating through my body. My head was numb, my body was becoming so, and if Roy hadn't been supporting me, I'd have dropped to the floor like a lead shot.
And as the climax became more frantic, more consuming, I felt a white-hot spurt of agony in my gut.
"Mmmmmm," I told him, breaking free of his clutching hands.
I reeled where I stood, nearly falling for real, and my guts were in turmoil. The first step more stagger than walk, I made for the doorway, down the hall and into my bedroom. I kicked open the bathroom door and dashed inside.
It couldn't have been more than thirty seconds before Roy was there with me, but I was already sitting on the john, stroking my pussy as I emptied my bowels. His face was drawn and pale when he caught sight of me – God knows what he'd been thinking – perhaps that he'd been too savage, that he'd fucked up my inside plumbing.
I gave him a tight-lipped smile, palmed my pussy, and sighed, "Roy, you're as good as your word. You really did fuck the shit out of me."
He sighed massively, went scarlet, and said, "My God, Jennifer, I was afraid I'd hurt you…"
"Unh-unh. But now I think I understand what those enema freaks who write to Penthouse are talking about. Jesus! I don't know whether I love you or hate you now."
He covered his face with his hands and turned away. I almost expected to hear him sob his heart out, but instead came his voice, soft and muted, "Jenni, I don't know what got into me. I love you, God, so much…"
"More than you love Mom?" I challenged, wiping, standing up. "How much do you love me?"
"You don't understand," he said. "I've always loved your mother, and I always will. I love you, too, but it's not the same kind…"
"Enough to fuck me," I pointed out bluntly. "You love me enough to rape me and fuck me. Doesn't that count for anything?"
"If I burn in hell for it," he said passionately, turning around to face me, "I can't keep my hands off when you throw yourself at me! And I will burn in hell for it."
"Someday, maybe, but won't I, too?"
He ignored the question. "I'm burning now. When I see you or touch you, it's like being addicted to a drug. I want you and I can't have you – mustn't have you – God, I'm a rational, sensible man! Why is this happening to me? Today, knowing that you and your girl friend were making love, that she was touching you and I couldn't – it ripped my heart out, Jenni. I had to hurt you, to make you see how much it hurts me. I didn't want any of this to happen. If I had the last month to live over again, none of it would have ever happened. I'd never have laid a finger on you."
"Hmmm," I cut in with an arch of my brows. "Remember, I seduced you. You just went along with it. Do you think you could have turned me off? I wanted you, I took you. It was that easy. And you liked it. You told me you did, you just said you were addicted to me. Why can't you just lie back and enjoy it? I'm good. Why do you have to be so Goddamned archaic?"
"You're a child." The lie choked him. "You're not a child. You're a woman, slim and beautiful and hot and desirable. Maybe the world is moving faster, Jenni. Girls are growing up more quickly."
"I don't want a boy," and I put my arms around him. "I need a man. You just said I was mature. Okay. I'll share you with Mom. As long as I get my fair share. That's reasonable, isn't it? Adult? Sensible? We can play our games and you and Mom can play your own."
Beep-beep! from outside. "Oh, shit!" I groaned, letting him go. "She's home already. You better run into the study and get me my jeans and panties. Mom might wonder why they're lying on the floor and not covering my slim, beautiful, hot, desirable body."
He moved quickly, nodding.
"Oh, and Roy," – he turned – "…you'd better put your cock back inside your pants and zip up. She might wonder about that, too."



CHAPTER TEN


Neither of us had much to say. Roy put his clothes on and went into his office, taking a bottle of vodka with him. I picked up my shorts and halter, went into my room, and tossed them on the bed. Mom was in her bedroom, crying now as bitterly as I'd been crying a few minutes ago, and I suppose it was all my fault. I rustled through a drawer, found a shirt, and put it on. The tail was long enough to cover the panties I donned, and, summoning up all my courage, I went through the bathroom connection and into Mom's room.
She was on the bed. A bottle of brandy was on the nightstand, and she was tossing down a water glass of the stuff. Her eyes caught mine and she turned her head away. I felt about two feet tall as I went to sit down beside her.
God, the look on her face! Even before, when I didn't know, I'd never really considered her side of it. I mean, she was my mother, and I was balling her new husband on the side. So what? But when I saw the pain in her blue eyes, I realized for the first time that she was vulnerable, that she could be hurt, that she had been hurt.
"I'm sorry," I said.
She put down her glass of booze and I saw that it was already having an effect on her. God, she hadn't eaten anything for breakfast, just a cup of coffee – the stuff must be on an airline to her head!
"I know," I told her then. "Roy told me. And I'm really sorry. I started it, before he had any idea."
And we were crying together, hugging, our wet faces close. Two women, sharing a sorrow. Until Mom sat back, her face tense.
"I'm going to kill him," she said. "He might not have known when this all started, but he Goddamned well knew later, and the two of you weren't playing jacks today."
Her voice was a bit thick, as if it were clogged by brandy, and I knew she didn't really want to kill Roy. But she leaned towards the nightstand, pulled open the drawer, and brought out a small revolver.
I hadn't even known they kept a gun in the house, and the sight of it made my stomach turn. "You'd better have another drink," I suggested, giving her the glass. She put down gun, took the glass, and poured the brandy down her throat. While she was drinking, I slid the gun out of sight.
She seemed to forget about it instantaneously, as it was. When I looked back, she'd put down her empty glass and was yawning. "I'm sleepy," she said. And kinda drunk.
"Why don't you take a nap?" I suggested. She nodded happily and began to take her clothes off. It was a simple slacks and sweater outfit, black and expensive, but she was having a lot of trouble with it, so I gave her a hand. We got her sweater off, and then the pants, and she lay down on the bed in her undies. I couldn't help noticing how attractive her body was, in spite of the situation. Her bra was nylon, a step-in model without hooks or clasps, and it was scandalously sheer and flimsy, allowing her nipples to stick out prominently. And her panties were of the skimpy, mini-bikini variety, low-cut and clingy. They fit her womanly hips as if they were painted on, and a few stray curls of pussy hair peeked out at the legs.
Why, I wondered, was Roy stupid enough to fuck around with me when he had a gorgeous, foxy lady like Mom? She lay there, almost naked, her long legs stretching in endless shapely curves, her tits jiggling as she breathed, and I thought I'd never seen anything so beautiful in all my life. I was proud to be her daughter, and I loved her more than I ever had in my life.
I thought of the years she'd spent with Daddy – oops! – with Dick Wexford, never loving him, trying to make a home for me, and all the while in love with another man. And now, when her sacrifices had finally paid off, I'd fucked it all up with my sluttish horniness. I wanted to crawl under a rock.
Mom sat up. I sat beside her and she put her arms around me. She kissed my face wetly, breathing brandy on me, and I huddled closer.
"Poor little baby," she whispered, and she stroked my shoulders.
Her hand dropped lower, caressing the upward slope of my tits, and through the material of my shirt I could feel my nipples getting warm and stiff. It seemed only natural to embrace her in reply, and I touched the flesh of her bare back beside one bra strap. She was warm, too, her skin soft and satiny, and touching it made me feel good all over.
Mom didn't seem to know that she was holding my titty in the palm of her gentle hand. Or did she? I couldn't guess. All I know is that she began to squeeze rhythmically, still kissing me on the cheek and puffing onto my face, and something popped inside me.
I brought my hand around and touched her on the well-filled left cup of her brassiere. The nipple was already sticking out and I brushed it with my fingertips, upon which it seemed to grow even stiffer, longer, warmer.
What are you doing, Jennifer? I asked myself and I didn't have an answer. For the first time in my life I was at a loss. I only knew that I had to do something.
She was still cupping my boob, and I cupped hers in reply. It was plump and round and full-shaped, and it filled my palm beautifully. I squeezed harder, and felt her do the same to me. I wanted to cry out but I couldn't, because I'd just brought my lips around and planted them on hers.
Mom stiffened and strained when I kissed her that way, but she didn't really resist. I don't think she knew what I was doing, honestly, but neither did I. One thing seemed to lead to another, and I merely followed.
I pulled my lips from hers with a smack, then nibbled on her chin, and kissed my way down her neck. She wiggled as I caressed her, but she lay more quietly when my mouth ventured onto the rise of her tits.
I kissed and licked her cleavage, where the little bra was deeply cut out, and then I planted my mouth upon the point of her nearest jug. My saliva dripped upon her and my tongue flipped across the nipple that made a strong, proud point in the flimsy nylon cup. Her tit heaved as I sucked it, and it occurred to me that I'd probably not mouthed her breasts since I was an unweaned baby. But I wasn't a baby now, and she was my mother, but it didn't seem to count. Not now. She needed to be comforted, and this was the best kind of comfort I could give her.
My hand moved to her crotch, strumming the front of her panties. Her pussy hair rustled beneath when I touched her, and she trembled. I heard her say "Jenni," but it wasn't a command to stop. That I was sure of.
And then I put my hand inside her panties, right onto the dark-fuzzed mound of her cunt. She was warm, even moist, and she made a fluttering "ohhhh" when my fingers gently caressed the lips of her slit. Two of them slipped inside, gently once more, and the incongruity of it occurred to me for a moment. Eighteen years ago I'd popped into the world by way of that very hole, and now I was going back inside. Her tit wobbled in my mouth when she cried out, and I worried it with my lips and teeth, making her cry out again.
My God, she was my mother, and I was coming on to her the way Kendy Purvis had done to me the first night we shared a room! It should have been obscene and horrible, but I didn't feel obscene, and certainly not horrible. A demon inside me was pulling the reins and I was doing as I was bid.
I got her panties down, down to her knees, and she kicked them the rest of the way off. Her legs parted and, when I took my mouth off her tit, I could see the glory of her cunt. It was beautiful, fluffed in dark curls that veiled her pink slit, and I found myself wondering how she'd look if she were shaven, the way Kendall and I were. Maybe.
Fuck maybes! Maybe there'd be no maybes! "Why don't you take off your bra?" I suggested, unbuttoning my shirt.
"Jenni," she said again, nothing else. She slipped out of her brassiere and her bared tits jiggled in a graceful manner that made my heart ache. I threw my shirt to the floor and went onto my knees, tugging down my panties. Mom reached out, her eyes a pair of blue blanks, and she helped me out of them. I lay back down, and so did she, our heads reversed. She didn't move.
I did, though. My head neared her crotch, sniffing the wonderfully grown-up aroma of her cunt, and I couldn't control myself. I got a mouthful of her pussy hair, my tongue diving through it to assault the lips of her snatch. They parted for me, and I plunged inside.
Her clitoris was big and beautiful, a woman's bud that seemed to dance into my mouth. My tongue grazed it and I heard her moan, and then I was pulling her cunt-lips apart so I could suckle her trigger.
It vibrated as my lips tugged it, and as I sucked, I used my fingers on her twat. She was slick, a bright-red inside, a lovely bright-red, and the taste of her cunt was beyond description.
"Stop," she pleaded, unconvincingly, "please, Jenni."
I didn't stop. I let go of her clit and stabbed my tongue into her pussy-hole. She moaned and writhed and bucked so hard I thought she'd rock me off her. My hands clutched at her hips, and I rolled with her, and then I felt her hands reaching for my ass and I knew it was okay.
"I don't know…" she said. "What are we doing?"
I lifted my butt and planted my cunt on her face. She made a muffled protesting sound, but her lips vibrated along the slice of my shaven cunt, making me blink in agitated response, and I squashed my pussy down on her with a vengeance.
She'd never eaten a cunt before, it was clear. Her tongue brushed my slit, but inexpertly, hesitantly. I used mine in her gash to show her how it was done, and she began to get the idea. Her tongue flitted with a bit more confidence, teasing the lips of my cunt, and I knew that she was tasting my pussy-cream. Indeed! And from the growing vigor of her licking I knew that she found the flavor acceptable.
I giggled into her pussy and munched it more determinedly. Mom liked that. She wiggled and moved beneath me, but her thighs lifted, clamping on the sides of my head. I could have taken my face away if I'd wanted to. I didn't.
It wasn't like with Kendy. She and I were crazy about one another, and when we got together, it was more like a rape scene. Somehow that didn't seem to be the thing for now. I supped at Mom's pussy with careful, loving strokes, moving slowly enough to keep her warm but not frightened.
I couldn't say the same for her, though. Once she'd gotten a mouthful of my twat-juice, it didn't seem she could be held down. Her fingers dug into my ass as it rocked and bounced atop her face, and her tongue savaged my slit with a skill born of growing excitement. When she batted my clitoris, it was like the fluttering strum of a hundred tiny, tiny fingers, and she was doing it all with her mouth. She was a natural cunt-lapped, once she got the hang of it.
How, why, was this happening? I tried to ask myself. The answer didn't seem important. Mom needed love and comfort, after the shock of seeing me and my father naked together, and this was the best kind of love and comfort I could give her. Maybe things wouldn't seem so traumatic when it was over, or maybe they'd seem even worse – but on the other hand, I'd already been balling my own daddy for almost a month without knowing it, and this couldn't be a much more terrible offense.
The only danger was that her increasingly active tongue would bring me to a big creamy come before I could do the same to her. I didn't care if I came or not… Oh, strike that! Sure, I care, and I cared more each time she whipped my trigger with her tongue and lips. But she was the important member of this team. I had to take her mind off her troubles, make her forget about shooting Roy or doing something else just as drastic, and if I could give her one great, knock-out orgasm, that would be a healthy start.
I worked my fingers into her splayed pussy and used them alternately with my tongue. She appreciated it, especially when I put two of them into her hole and began to crook them inside her. Her cunt was comfortably snug, and I remembered Roy telling her just that, the afternoon of the wedding when I'd spied on them making it. Something else – what? – oh, sure! Mom had spoken then about something they had to tell me, something apparently important. I'd figured later it must be the big news about adoption, but guess what? Well, I knew now, anyway, and I suppose fate had run its appointed course. The trick now was to keep my indiscretion from ruining Mom and Roy's life again. They were my parents, my blood parents, and I owed them that much in return for bringing me into this world of fun and games.
Games. It was all a game. It had all been a game from the beginning. I'd seduced Roy as a game, kept after him as a game. He was a good fuck, true, but there had to be plenty of guys in the world as good as he was.
Back to the game at hand, the biggest game I'd ever played.
I pronged Mom's cunt-hole with my fingers, teasing and tickling, and she began to do the same to me. When she got all her fingers into my pussy and then twisted her hand counterclockwise while sucking my clit, it was all over! I gushed a gallon of girl-cum into her face, took mouthful of her pussy and sucked desperately in the hope that I could give her as good a cream as I was getting.
She fought with her cunt, trying to climax, but not until I nipped her button did she give a tender wailing cry and lunge her snatch up at me. It was wet and hot, and I sucked up the juices of her orgasm, nuzzling her cunt with my lips till her tormented writhings subsided and she lay calm and still beneath me.
When I picked myself up from my perch on her body, she was smiling and flushed. Her breath smelled equally of my cum and brandy, but there was no thickness in her speech now, and when she spoke, her words were dear and precise.
"Thank you, Jennifer," she said. "Would you ask your father to come in here, please?"
I skipped and hummed as I went to get him. I was naked – I'd forgotten that – and when I hopped into his study, he was white-faced with shock.
"Come on," I called, dancing around his chair, and he rose slowly. "Everything's okay," I said, but he didn't look as if he believed me.
Not until he ventured into the bedroom, saw Mom lying there golden with the glow of her orgasm, and heard her say his name.
"Come here, Roy," Mom said, and he went to her. She took his hand and they sat side by side on the edge of the bed.
"I'm so sorry, Carrie," he told her, but she put her finger on his lips.
"I think I understand," she replied. "Jenni can be irresistible, can't she?" And she smiled a knowing smile meant for both of us. "I suppose," she went on, "that we're a special family in many ways. But, Roy, it doesn't matter! What's important is that we're together, finally, the three at us, just as we should have been from the beginning. If you and I hadn't been such hot-headed kids, none of this would have happened in the first place. Jennifer wouldn't have been in her situation, you wouldn't have been in yours."
"Carrie, I love you," he said.
"And Jenni? Don't you love her, too?" Mom wanted to know.
He nodded quickly. "Of course."
"Then take off your clothes," she said. "I want you to make love to me right now. Our daughter has just finished doing that, and now I want you. What are you waiting for?"
He looked at me. I was naked in the doorway. Roy stood up and he undressed himself carefully. I showed no emotion as he removed his shorts, and very little when Mom took hold of his limp cock, stuffed it into her mouth, and sucked till it thrust out big and hard and glossy. His eyes were alternating between me and her, as if he were still unsure.
Mom pulled him onto the bed, and he lay beside her. She patted the mattress.
"Jenni?" she asked. "Don't you want to join us?"
"Huh?" I said, not quite believing that one.
She smiled. "We all love one another," she said. "It seems to me, now, that it's only natural to show that love. In every way. So, Jenni, there's room for you in our bed, anytime you want it. Come now. Make love with us."
"No," I said, the word startling me as much as it did them. "No, I don't think so. Not right now. I mean, I don't really think I'm ready for it. This has been a big, surprising day for me, and I'm still kinda numb in places. Why don't you go ahead, kiss and make up, you know, and I think I'll go visit Kendy. I promised her I'd come by today, anyway."
Mom sighed, and I knew she'd meant her invitation. Wow! It was too much! Not only had I gained a brand-new daddy, my very own, but I'd just been told that I could have him for my personal stud whenever I wanted, courtesy of my mother. And apparently I could have her, too, whenever I wished.
But I didn't know whether I wanted that scene. Some heavy thinking was definitely in order. I mean, everything up to now had happened more or less by accident, barring the pebble I tossed at Roy to begin the avalanche. To keep it all in motion now, intentionally, that seemed different. Incest. That's what it would be if I bounced into bed with them right now. Of course, it had been incest all along, but I hadn't known.
"Look," I said, then, speaking quickly, "I know how the two of you feel about one another, and I don't think I should do any more cutting in. If it's all the same to you, I'll cat around on neutral ground from now on. That'd be best for all three of us, huh? Love ya both."
Mom turned to Roy – correction, Daddy. I might as well get used to calling him that. "She is growing up," Mom said, squeezing his hand. I could see tears gleaming on her eyes.
"Have fun," I said. "Kendy's probably wondering where I am. Later, huh?" And I started out the door.
"Did you say something?" Mom called, and I turned back with a big smile.
"I was just trying out my new name," I said. "Jenni Dawson. It sounds pretty good."
But they weren't exactly listening to me then. Roy had his hands on her tits and her leg was slung over his hips and Mom was just beginning to put his cock in her hole.
Mmmm, I thought, smoothing my lips, even if he is my daddy, he's going to be a hard habit to break. I could almost feel that big prick easing into me, the way it had so many times before, and I wondered how serious I was about not interfering with my parents in the future. Take it easy, Jenni – see what happens tomorrow. Don't force, don't fight.
"Catch you later," I said to Mom and Roy, "and the same to you."
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